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F the La PuceLLe of VoLTAIRE it is almoſt ſuperfluous to 


> ſpeak, as, from che prevalence of che language in which it is 
written, the public cannot be ignorant that it has every characteriſtic 
of its celebrated author; that it is wit and ſatire adorned with all the 


colouring of fancy, and all che elegancies of diction. Attending to its - 


various beauties, the tranſlator felt a with of giving them to his own 


language, for the accompliſhment of which purpoſe he ſet apart ſome . 
hours of a life happily diſengaged from the ſeverities of buſineſs; and the 


reader is here preſented with a ſhort ſpecimen of the reſult. If it be fo 
fortunate as to meet with his approbation, the remaining parts ſhall be 
conſigned to the preſs. That they are at preſent with-held proceeds from 
the tranſlator's diffidence of fucceſs; it is far from his defire to obtrude 


himſelf on undeſerved notice, and, when he profeſſes that he is not 


ſtudious of profit, he muſt acknowledge that his affluence is not ſuffi - 
cient to induce an indifference to loſs. There are two very reſpe&- 


able deſcriptions of men to whom the tranſlator muſt particularly ad- 


dreſs himſelf: the periodical critics, who avow. themſclves the guardi- 
ans of the public taſte; and the men of grave characters, who, 
alarmed at the name of Voltaire, may on this occaſion feel them- 
ſclves the guardians, and prepare to enter the liſts as the champions, 


of the public morals. To the former the tranſlator guſt announce 


himſelf the writer of amuſement, and not- of profeſſion; but he 
wiſhes not, under any pretences, to obtain more than his due, and his 


; rs | 
object is not to preclude criticiſm, but to deprecate ſeverity. Acquainted 
in French verſe, is cloſe, compreſt, and abrupt, they muſt be ſenſible of 
the ditficulties of the undertaking, and it is only for the indulgences 
to which theſe may be entitled, that he preſumes to ſolicit. If therefore, in 
adapting the poem to an Engliſh dreſs, the tranſlator has here, and there 
been tempted to uſe ſome little latitude in the conſtruction, he has only 
to throw himſelf on the candour of his judges, and to hope that he has 
neither been ſo frequent, nor ſo licentious in the uſe of it, as to deſtroy 
the general ſenſe, and ſpirit of the author, to amphfy his compreſſion 
into weakneſs, or overlay the character of his wit with ſuperfluous 
ornament, To the latter the tranſlator finds it leſs difficult 
to addreſs himſeif, ſor his literary delinquency he feels to be greater 
than his moral. The Puckrrx is uſually ranked with the moſt ex- 
ceptionable of its extraordinary author's productions, but the tranſla- 
tor cannot ſubſcribe to the propriety of this diſpoſition; he allows indeed 
bse wit is ſometimes too wanton, and his ſatire ſometimes too 
iſhin but the frippery of a declining ſuperſtition, the abuſes 
2nd ee of popery in particular, and of prieſtcraft in general, 
ſeem to be the juſt object of the one, and to entertain the fancy 
rather than taint the mind, is the obvious tendency of the other. It was 
under this aſpect of the work, that the tranſlation was undertaken, in 
which the tranſlator truſts nothing will appear to juſtify claſſing him 
amongſt the open, or the inſidious enemies of virtue, or religion. 


THE 


MAID or ORLEAN S. 


THE FIRST CANTO. 


Which of the French King's am' rous feats 
With beauteous Agnes Sorel treats, 


Orleans beſieged, a Saint's appearing, 
And many more things worth your hearing. 


O Saints to ſing tho' weak my ſtrain, 
And ſav' ring ſomewhat of profane; 
Yet would I fain devote a verſe 

That heroine's praiſes to rehearſe, 

That more than amazon of woman, 

Who ſuch exploits atchiev'd, as no man, Fa | 7 
No mortal ever did before; 89k 0 
An angel only could-do more: 


B „ For 


Reſtor d the drooping fleurs de lys; 


From Charles her monarch turn'd aſide 


Of Engliſh rage th' impetuous tide; 


And offer d him at Remo's altar, 


Reſcued perhaps from ax, or halter, 
There to receive the ſacred unction 
To fit him for his royal function. 

Vet had ſhe each external ſign 
Denoting gender feminine; 

The face, the dreſs, and had, I trow, 
The badge infallible below : 

But an Orlando's vigour lay 

Beneath the petticoat and ſtay. 

All this does mighty well for Mars, 
But under me in Venus' wars 

A cadet, if to chuſe I am, 
Should have a ſtronger ſmack of lamb. 
For you'll diſcover that this Joan 

Of Arc was lion to the bone, 

With hair an end as you proceed 

Of her unrivall'd feats to read; 


Tur Maid or ORLEANS, 


For if what's ſaid is goſpel, ſhe 


TE FIIST CAN TO. 


And yet, Herculean as they were, 
To keep her maidenhead a year 
Was of her toils the moſt ſevere. 


O] of diſcordant mem' ry thou, ; 
Who, curſt by Phoebus with a bow 
On fiddle of moſt gothic tone, 

Haſt ſcrap'd the hiſtory of Joan, 
Chapelain, in honour of thy trade 
Vouchſafe thy genius to my aid: 

But no---Houdart may need the boon 
To make old Homer a buffoon. 


"Twas on one Eaſter tide at Tours 
Where Charles in cap'ring paſs'd his hours, 
The youth, bleſt circumſtance for France 
Saw Agnes Sorel at a dance. 

A form of that ſuperior kind 

As leaves deſcription far behind; 

For let imagination ſeek 

The firſt young roſe on Flora's cheek ; 
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Taz Maid or OxIEAxsõ. 
Go bid the ſylvan nymphs attend 
Their harmony of ſhape to lend; 
And then to Love's enchanting face 
Add all that beauty owns of grace; 


For eaſe and elegance make room, 
And dreſs her from Arachne's loom: 


With Syren muſic let her tongue, 


Her ſteps be with ſeduction hung: 
Beſide, like bees nova ev'ry charm 
Let Je n'{cai quois unnumber'd {warm, - 
A ſingle one of which contains 

A pow'r to lead the world in chains; 
On's marrow-bones the hero brings, 
Makes fools of ſages, ſlaves of kings: 
And yet ſuch colours were too faint + 
This lovely paragon to paint. 

The monarch ſaw, and felt a flame, 

To ſee and love her was the fame; 
And through th' aſcending ſcale of fire, 
From the firſt ſpark of young deſire, 
His royal breaſt was taught to prove 


The whole thermometer of love. 


And 
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And now 'twas ogling, trembling, ſighing, 
The voice in ſpeechleſs murmurs dying; 
| Lock'd hands unto each other growing; 
The anguiſh of the boſom ſhowing 
By looks that ſpeak, and eyes that burn, 
Impatient of a fond return: 

In ſhort, in each occaſion ſeizing 
To practice ev'ry art of pleaſing 
Which love ingenious could invent, 
A day, a live-long day was ſpent. 
The bus'neſs which their ſubjects mince 
At once is ſwallow'd by a prince, 
Who falls in love o'er head and ears 
No ſooner than the fair appears, 
Made of combuſtibles to catch 
At ſight of beauty, like a match. 
Agnes with ſeeming ſang-froid would 
Have maſk'd her feelings if ſhe could, 
But ah! the courtier's roguiſh eyes 
Soon penetrate the thin diſguiſe. 

C Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile, the young intrigue to hide, 
To truſty Bonneau Charles apply'd; 
A counſellor of greater pow'rs 
Grac'd not the parliament of Tours; 
Nor one of all the king employ'd 


r NM. 


So much his confidence enjoy d: 
At court, where geeſe are ſwans, a poſt 
Of ſuch conſiderable boaſt, 
No title an iota leſs 
Than back: ſtairs fav'rite could expreſs; 
Which i' th' plain Engliſh of the town 
As well by name of Pimp is known. 
Reflected by the ſilver flood, 
On Loire's fair banks his villa ſtood; 
Thither Miſs Agnes went by water, 
Charles cloak'd in night ſoon follow'd a' ter. 
Supper was ſerv'd, with choice of wine, 

A ſcene, tho' not without deſign, 
Yet plain, and clogg'd with no parade, 
Dumb waiter Bonneau only play'd: 
Compar'd to this, ye pow'rs above, 
What is the nectar' d feaſt of Jove! 

| Our 


Trur FIRST CAN ro. 


Our lovers to deſire a prey, 

Alternate change of grave and gay; 

Now in the dumps, and preſto ſoon 

In ſpirits to jump o'er the moon 
Beſotted, and like lovers ever 

Seiz'd with an intermitting fever, 

Sat bandying of their am'rous glances, 
Thoſe nameleſs, numberleſs advances, 
Which ev'ry ſenſe by turns employ, 
Chaſte prefaces to fuller joy; 

Chaſte though they be, they whet deſire, 
And add freſh fuel to the fire. 

Thus rapt the prince her charms devour'd, 
And in her ears love ſtories pour'd, 

Her ſweet attention to engage; 

Which, at the botrom of the page 

Like notes in books, beneath the table 
Their mixing knees made explicable. 


The ſupper o'er, to the repaſt * 
Succeeded in th Italian taſte 
A trio, 


Tux Maid or ORLEANS. 


A trio, ſet ſo, as to ſuit 

The hautboy, violin, and flute; 

A hundred heroes loſt to glory 
Supplied the allegoric ſtory, 
Whom mighty love had caufed to dwindle 
Into mere twirlers of a ſpindle. 

The band ſecluded from the eye, 
The ſupper- room was ſtation'd nigh: 
Whilſt Agnes, modeſtly retir'd, 

Sat where ſhe could not be admir'd, 
Yet heard, inviſible to all, 

The muſick's ev'ry ſwell and fall. 


"Twas midnight, and the filver moon, 
Refulgent at her higheſt noon, - 
Shed her mild radiance from above, 
To gratulate the hour of love. 
In a receſs where art had play, 
With gold and ſculpture richly gay; 
Where ſhade had juſt enough of room 


For am'rous thefts to form a gloom; 
| And 
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Tut FiRsT CAx ro. 
And where, tho' not excluded quite, 
Yet not obtruſive was the. light, 
The holland and the down diſcloſe 
Their provocations to repoſe; 
Whoſe pow'r the languid fair confeſt, 
Number'd her beads, and ſunk to reſt. 
From this delightful ſcene not far, 
A door commodious lay a-jar, 
Which Al'ce, her maid, experienc'd Aut! 
On purpoſe, had forgot to ſnut. 
Ye lovers tis for you to guels, 
What I, what language can't expreſs, 
(For you are judges of the matter) 
The King's impatience to be at her; 
His hair in careleſs treſſes bound, 
Arabia breathing all around; 
Whilſt on the brink of joy he ſtood, 
And all but plung'd into the flood: 
But ſee to take the leap he ventures, | 
The bed- chamber, the bed he enters. 
The ſequel, O! for words to utter! 
Conſult the heart's tumultuous flutter, 
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10 THE MAI D or ORLEANS. 


If in a moment ſo replete 
With bliſs, the heart have room to beat, 
And, clogg d with tranſport in the breaſt, 
Every pulſe be not ſuppreſt. 

The conflict between love and ſhame 
Sets all her beauties in a flame; 

But ſhame is ſoon compell'd to yield, 
And leave love maſter of the field: 
And now he folds her in his arms, 
Compliance melting all her charms; 
His hands at liberty to ſtray, 

And eyes to wander where they may, 


o 
4 
$4 
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Hands all impatient of controul, 

And eyes that pierce the very ſoul ; 
Every outline now broke down, 
Love's very citadel his own. 

With hands thus privileg'd, and eyes, 
Who could do leſs than idolize! 


Beneath a neck, whoſe pearly light 
Would ſhame the alabaſter's white, 


THE Fixsr CANro. 


The breaſts, twin hills of love, are ſeen 
To heave, and leave a vale between; 
Their ſummits beautifully round, 

Each with a roſe- bud nipple crown'd; 


Provoking, as they ceaſeleſs move, 


The eye, the hand, the lip to rove, 
And raviſh ſome tranſporting bliſs 

By balmy touch, or balmier kiſs. 

Fain would my pencil have portray d 
The whole of this all-beauteous maid, . 
And for th' embelliſhing my ſtory, 
Have laid her ſoft contour before ye; 
And, for her great Creator's honour, 
Without a ſingle rag upon her. 

Mix'd was my pallet to proceed, 

When, frowning on the purpos'd deed, 
That virtue, to whoſe care by Heav'n 
The morals of mankind are given, 
Hight decency on earth, reſtrain'd 
The impious licence of my hand. 
Where ſhe excell'd, if you ſhould aſk, 
Deſcription faints beneath the taſk; 
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TRR Marr or ORLEANS. 


It were impoſſible to tell ye, 
Whether in face, or breaſt, or belly, 
Or in the fore parts, or the nether, 
So faultleſs was the altogether |! I 
But of that moſt extatic minute, | 4 
Oh! to have felt th' effect or ſeen it! 3 
Then ev'ry feature of the charmer | 
Glow'd in a double ratio warmer, 
In due proportion to the meaſure 
Of giving, and receiving pleaſure: 1 
For beauty wrapp'd in many a fold 1 
Of coy reſerve, and caution cold, 


Is doom'd in embrio long to lie, 


RAE bY. 


Or ſlowly quicken on the eye: 
"Tis love, tis pleaſure muſt diſcloſe, 
And give at once the full-blown roſe. 
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Such raptures three whole moons employ'd, 
And not a moment unenjoy'd | 

To breakfaſt from the couch of love, 
Fatigued, not fated, they remove; 

Where all which art or nature's pow'r 


Supplies, loſt vigour to reſtore; 


TAE Finsr CAN ro. 


Freſh eggs, and marmalade, and jelly, 
Eringo root, and vermicelli, 

O' er the luxurious board are ſpread, 

To give the tone requir'd for bed. 

To drive the deer with hound and horn 
Is the next bus'neſs of the morn; 

And Spaniſh courſers champ the rein 
To bear the hunters o'er the plain. 
Now pleaſure takes another face, 

The bath receives them from the chace; 
Where waſhes, paſtes of ev'ry ſcent, 
Pimples to cure, or to prevent; 
Circaſſian bloom, Olympian dew, 

All that can ſoften, or renew: 

And ev'ry perfume which exhales 

From Tropic flow'rs, .and Tropic gales, 
Unccaſingly profuſion ſheds, 

Beneath their feet, and round their heads; 
Where ev'ry clime, and ſeaſon mects, 

To form an atmoſphere of ſweets. 

The dinner then with new delights 

Of coſtly luxury invites, 


E Diverſified 
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Diverſified in many a diſh, 
Of roaſt, aud boil'd, of fleſh and fiſh, 
Of various fowl, the barn-door tame, 
And wild, denominated game; 
Of callypaſh, and callypee; 
Of rich ragout, and fricaſſee: 
With ev'ry fauce, and ev'ry pickle, 
Each ſenſe to ſtimulate, or tickle. 
Now, from the ſparkling grape of Ai, 
And mellow'r juices of Tokai, 
A fire is ſhot into the brain, 
Which ſoon from thence diſtils again 
In ev'ry ſpecies, and degree, 
Of humour, wit, and repartee: 

. Whilſt Bonneau on the king's bon mots 
Th' inceſſant ſhout of praiſe beſtows. 

The cloth remov'd, to help digeſtion, 
Debated is ſome gen' ral queſtion; 
Where pleaſantry, and reaſon find 
Employ for body, and for mind: 
Smut, -inuendos, jokes abound, 
The titter, and the tale go round; 

And 


TAE FIST CANTO. 


And in the various bill of fare 
Scandal, and politics have ſhare. 


Whilſt here ſome rhyming coxcomb peer, 9 
As vain as noiſy, ſtorms your ear 4 
His flimſy madrigals to hear. * 


Another, {kill'd to rhyme and ſing, 

Fit comrade for a jolly king, 

A bawdy ſong is heard to roar, 

Till all the room is one encore. 

The ſcene now ſhifts, the grave Sorbonne 
Is ſummon'd to afford them fun, | 

Like mummies plaiſter'd to the ears 
With learning of ſome thouſand years; 
And mock aſſociates of their train, 

Like them as formal, pert, and vain; 
With flowing gowns, and pompous wigs, 
Your dancing dogs, and learned pigs. 
Cloſe on their heels are uſher'd in 
Punch, Scaramouch, and Harlequin; 

A tribe the lynx's eye to cozen, | 

And your fire-caters by the dozen; 


With 
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With all that's ſtrange of plum ' d, or hairy, 
An Iriſh giant, and a fairy. 


At duſk choice parties with the king 


To ſee the play are on the wing; 
For tho' the joyous day is done, 


Their pleaſures ſet not with the ſun, 


But on through ev'ning hours ſurvive, 


Kept by variety alive; 
Till paſſion ſounds the charge anew, 
And love again demands his due, 


| Demands the undivided right 's 


To rule the happy couple's night; 
O'er whom, his purple wings outſpread, 
Flung bridal roſes round the bed, 
Where lapt in extacy they lay, 

Till wak'd by fuch another day. 
Still they deſir d, and ſtill enjoy'd, 
By repetition never cloy'd; 

No jealouſies, no jars aroſe 

To break the calm of their repoſe; 
No languor, no diſguſt came near, 
And the laſt joy was ſtill moſt dear: 


$ For 


1 CanTo. | = 
For love and * whoſe pinions | know s 
No medium, or too ſwift, or ſlow, 
Such pow'r had Agnes to enſlave em 
Juſt flew as fall as ſhe would have em. 


Oft has he panted on her breaſt, ; 
Whilſt lips to burning lips were preſt, . 
The monarch thus his fair addreſt: 7 


My Agnes! idol of my ſoul! 

Should the whole world to my controul 

Submit, for thee I'd ſpurn the ball; 

A charm of thine is worth it all. 

My parliament perhaps this hour 

Strips me of all my regal pow” r, 

Prepar' d the Briton to obey, 

And to inveſt him with my ſway: | * 
His be my ſceptre, © but of thee 

Poſſeſt I'm more a king than he. 

Such words are not the moſt heroic, 

But he muſt be indeed a ſtoic, . 

Whilſt on a fine girl's boſom lying, 

. the virgin zone untying, 

| F By 
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By paſſion's furious ſting inflam'd,, 
Who could a better ſpeech have fram'd. 


Whilſt Charles, like pamper'd abbot, led 
This ſenſual life of board and bed, 
The Engliſh prince with rage unquench'd, 
Keeping the field in ſlaughter drench'd, 
His harneſs never off his back, | 
No time allow'd his boots to black; 
To's head his helmet ever tied, | 
And dagger dangling by his fade; 
His vizor up, at reſt his lance, 
Play'd foot-ball with the pride of France. 
In vain her walls, her tow'rs oppoſe, 
They fall before him as he goes; 
And bloodſhed, rapine, and taxation 
Mark his career with deſolation. 
Unchain'd the ſoldier's brutal rage 
No quarter ſhews to ſex or age, 
But in the fight of one another 
Raviſh'd the daughter is, and mother: | 
n 2807 9216 | Nay 
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Nay e' en the convent's ſacred pale 
With horrid inſolence they ſcale; 
Nor nuns, nor abbeſſes eſcape 

The fury of the gen ral rape: . 
Whilſt the drain'd cellars of the fri' rs 
Sublime their luſt's unhallow'd fires. 
Gilt faints with facrilegious hand 

Are all denuded, and profan'd; 

And, what of fins the greateſt ſin is, 
The gold is melted down to guineas. 
The bleſſed Virgin and her Son 
They treat alike, and piſs upon: 
Whate'er is holy they abuſe, 

And turn cathedrals into mews. 

Thus when the wolves, athirſt for blood, 
And almoſt famiſhing for food, 
Upon the weak defenceleſs fold 
Satiate their fury uncontroul'd, 

At diſtance Colin in the mead, 

And full of love alone his head, 
With nothing to diſturb his ſleep, 


Not e' en a dream of wolves or ſheep, 


Sunk 
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Sunk on his ſheperdeſs's breaſt 

Enjoys the luxury of reſt: 

Whilſt off his poſt, and like his maſter 
Regardleſs of the fell diſaſter, 


His ſupper eating ſits the dog, 
And thinks of nothing but his prog. 


Now, from his bright abode on high, 
Beyond the ken of mortal eye, 
Where, all his earthly troubles over, 
He fatten'd with the ſaints in clover, 
Good Denis, who once fill'd the birth 
Of preacher to our fires on earth, 
Slunk to a corner from his meſs, 
To weep his country's ſad diſtreſs; 
Blood, fire, and havock o'er her plains, 
Her very capital in chains: Ty 
And, ſhameful! the moſt Chriſtian king 
Tied to a wench's apron ſtring; : | 
Regarding not a ſingle j Jot, 
If all the nation went to pot, 
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So he could het upon her kiſſes, 

His paſſion for more ſenſual bliſſes. 
Now, this ſame Denis was to France 
What Mars was to the Romans once; 
Or, as Minerva was the ſame 

To Athens, when ſhe had a name: 
With only this prodigious odds, 

One ſaint's worth all the heathen gods 


Ah! by this fainted head, ſays he, 

"Tis not the thing, not juſt to ſee 

The downfall of that empire, where 

The ſtandard of the croſs to rear 

I took ſuch pains, and ſuch pains taken, 

Hop'd that it never could be ſhaken. 

O! houſe of Valois doom'd to moan 

The lilies fading round thy throne! 

I know thy perils, and my heart 

In all thy mis'ries takes a part. 

How can I then ſtand neutral by, 4 

And ſuffer that beneath my eye 
G Th' 
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Th' imperious brothers of Fifth Harry 
Should every thing before them carry? 
A lawleſs, half-fav'd, ruffian crew 

Thy royal rejettons purſue: 

Bare-bottom'd turn thy ſons adrift, 

And leave thy daughters ſcarce a ſhift. 

I hate, altho' a faint in heav'n, 

(And may I for it be forgiv'n) 

Theſe Britons I have cauſe to hate, 4 

For looking o'er the book of fate | J 

If right I read, the time will come 4 

When trampling on the rights of Rome, | 

This reafoning, this rebellious folk, 

Impatient of her holy yoke, 

Her buls and pardons ſhall deride, 

All her authority deny'd: 

Her annals with contempt ſhall tear, 

And burn his Popeſhip once a year. 


This embryo, this unquicken'd crime 
That's forming in the womb of time; 
This facrilegious inſult cries 


For inſtant vengeance to the ſkies: 
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A moment then let's not delay 

To chace theſe Britiſh dogs away; 
But puniſh home, but puniſh now, 
Taking the menace for the blow; 
And that by ſtratagem ſo new, 
Which their poſterity may rue: 

So France ſhall Catholic remain, 
Spite of theſe heretics in grain. 


Whilſt thus the faint of the French nation, 
Larding his beads with execration, 
His venom to himſelf was ſpitting, 
In Orleans was a council fitting, 
| To fix upon ſome ſpeedy meaſure, 
To fave themſelves, their town and treaſure, 
On which the foe ſo cloſely preſs d, 
That nothing could be more diſtreſs'd: 
The members, always as the caſe is, 
Vary'ng in humours, as in faces, 
Oglio of counſellors and lords, 
Theſe all for blows, and thoſe for words, 

| Wail'd 


* 
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Wail'd their misfortunes ſeveral ways, 


The ſelf- ſame tune to diff rent keys: 


But, © what; alas! then can be done!“ 


Their chorus was in uniſon. 


Poton, La Hire, and Dunois firſt 
The fetters of debate to burſt, 


Biting their nails, and out of breath, 
Cry'd on to conqueſt, or to death; 

Hear nothing but our country's call, 
Bravely to fight, and bravely fall! 
Dammee, quoth Richmond, I muſt own 
I think it beſt to burn the town; 

And throw ourſelves into the fire, 
Making one glorious fun' ral pyre: 

Then, when theſe Engliſh come to ſpoil, 
And cut our throats, for all their toil 

It were a moſt heroic joke, 

To leave them nothing but our ſmoke. 
Alas! faid Trimouille, blubb'ring, why 
At Poictou born, ye Fates was I? 

At Milan all that's dear I've left, 

Of all in Dorothy bereft: 


To 
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To Orleans from her arms I came, 
And quitted happineſs for fame. 
Fain would I, but I cannot fight ; 
Deſpair the hero puts to flight; 
And muſt I in cold blood be ſlain, 
And never ſee my love again 

Next Lovet, who in all men's eyes 
The reputation had of wile, 

Whoſe rank, and venerable air 
Juſtly had rais'd him to the chair; 
With fallies of the ſoul at ftrife, 
For form a ſtickler all his life, 
Urg'd, that due method be purſu'd 
In bus'neſs of ſuch magnitude 

As that of city almoſt ſack d; 
That parliament ſhould paſs an act, 
Or proclamation iſſue out 

Againſt this Engliſh rebel rout, 
Which might, with force of canon balls, 
Be fulminated from our walls. 
Lovet was, true, an able clerk, 


But here he widely miſs'd his mark: 
H Or, 
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Or, to his own ſad caſe a ſtranger, 
His brain engroſs'd with public danger, 
Could he at home have ſmelt a rat, 
He would have firſt begun with that; Y 
And all his counſels had been bent 
Againſt my Lady Preſident. 
For, Talbot, under whoſe command 
Was led the fierce beſieging band, 
Her charms to rifle was on fire; 
Nor leſs inflam'd he her deſire: 
Whoſe gallant form, and roaſt- beef ſize 
Had not eſcap'd her lick riſn eyes! 
| The object of her waking theme! 
| The viſion of her melting dream! 


| 


But her poor man upon his brows. 
Felt nothing, but his country's woes; 
With the ſtone's cruel anguiſh torn, 
Who heeds the ſhooting of a corn? 
In ſuch a council! fo compos di 
What ſenſe, what virtue was diſclos'd ! 
So much with public good was hung, 
And amor patriz ev'ry tongue! 
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But chief above the reſt, La Hire 
With more than patriot zeal on fire 
Was eloquent, that, ſtrange to tell! 
Tho' he talk'd much, he yet talk'd well. 
Whilſt here they ceas'd, as they begun, 
(For all was talk, but nothing done:) 
Sudden! a ſomething in the air, 
They through the window ſaw appear 
When hors'd upon a ſolar ray, 
A phantom, brighter than the day, 
Strait cleaves the vault of heav'n profound, 
A faintly odour ſhedding round, 
That through the pathleſs firmament, ' 
You might have track'd it by the ſcent: 
Some ſtall-fed prelate, by his noſe 
Of carbuncle, and cheek of roſe! 
With gold reſplendent ſhone his mitre, 
Made by a circling glory brighter; 
Whilſt on the boſom of the wind 
His ſacred veſtments flow'd behind; 
A blaze of more than mortal grace 
Irradiated his heav'nly face; 
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His bending neck the ſcarf betray d, 


The paſt' ral ſtaff his hand diſplay d, 
In form and dignity, of yore 


Like that which Roman augurs bore. 
Trimouille, at what he ſcarcely ſees, 
Was firſt to fall upon his knees, 


And pray with ſeeming ſo devout, 

So much of piety without! 

Who, canting letcher! was within 
A-mere hot bed of ev'ry fin. 

Undaunted Richmond, heart of ſteel, 
No qualms, or horrors apt to feel; 
Whole impious and blaſpheming tongue 
With oaths of bloodieſt nature rung; 


Bawl'd out, damnation! blaſt my eyes! 


It is the Devil in diſguiſe, 

Come from the fartheſt verge of hell, 
By all this curſt fulphureous ſmell: 
With Lucifer a tete-a-tete 

Would be a moſt delicious treat. 

With holy water, like a ſhot, 

Old Lovet flies to fill his pot. 


Poton, 
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Poton, La Hire, and Dunois gaz d 

All three, with goggle eyes amaz d; 
Whilſt their attendants quite aſtoun cg | | ® 
Lay flat as pancakes on the ground, A 
The phantom ſeeing how they were TRY 
Soft from his ſun-beam nag alighted, _ 
And having with parental feeling 1 F 
Excus'd their croſsing and their kneeling ; 3 
When he had wav 'd his hands, and bleſs d em, 
With accents bland he thus addreſs'd em: 


Be not, my children; thus afraid, 
Denis I am, , a. faint by trade; | 
I lov'd this France, for up I brought her, 
And erſt her catechiſm taught her; 
Then what muſt be my grief to find her 
Reduc'd almoſt unto a cinder: 
And ſee, what to endure, is harder, 
My darling Charly diſregard her, 
Who, for a pair of ally bubbies, : 
So ſhockingly deprav'd the cub is! | 

1 Will 
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Will riſque the loſs of crown, and nation, 
Will riſque the loſs oſ his ſalvation. 

To day I combat in her cauſe, 

To ev'ry man, who zealous draws 

T he ſword on France's ſide a friend, 
Their pangs, their miſeries to end. 
There's not an ill, as ſages write, 

But cur'd is by its oppoſite; 


Now if my Charly for a whore | 


Will give up Franee, and what is more / 
His honour, I'm reſolv'd to try 

If I can't change his deſtiny; 

And mean to owe the potent charm 

To nothing but a Virgin's arm. 


Then if you think of e er poſſeſſing 


The love of heav'n, and its bleſſing, 

If yet the French and Chriſtian name, - 
Remain your boaſt, and not your ſhame; 

If you've unquench'd one ſpark of zeal 

Or, for your King's, or, country's weal, 

I charge all preſent to a man, 


In perſon to do all you can; 


And 


- 
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And on all others to prevail, 

That they be ready, tooth and nail, 
To follow me, ſans more requeſting, 
All o'er the country a bird's neſting, 
To try what happy region yields 

Th' Arabia where this phemix builds. 
The faint his errand thus declar'd, 
Whilſt all his audience at him ſtar d, 
Who, thinking it a curſed bore, 1 
Of laughter burſt into a roar! 3 
Richmond, of raillery the zeſt, 

An hum'rift from the very breaſt; 

Who'd rather loſe his life than joke, 

Thus gibingly the faint beſpoke; 

Good Mr. Saint now, prithee, ſay rt. 
Why would you leave the realms of day, 

To loſe your labour and your time, 

In ranſacking this ſinful clime 

For ſuch a gem! ſo rare! ſo priz'd! 

(You furely muſt. be ill advis'd) 

Which gain'd, if I may ſpeak my mind, 
L-fear, old Greybeard, you would find, 
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Itſelf ſo giv'n to ſurrender, 

Of town beſieg d a poor defender: 

Beſides why here your ſearch begin 
Amongſt the rakings of all ſin, 

When you have ſuch a choice ſupply 

Of theſe ſame virgin things on high; 

More num' rous than the lights which your 
At Rome, or at Loretto are? 

But here to ſeek, them is a farce, 


An Otho is not half ſo ſcarce. 


Of this commodity thy land, 
Alas! poor France! has long been drain'd: 
What with our red- coats and cockades, 
Guiltleſs of ev'ry blood, but maid's; 
Rank letchery in grave diſguiſe 

At viſitation, or aſhze; | 
Our princes, and their pamper'd 85 
Of luſt and riot only vain, 

A ſterling maidenhead is not 

For love, or money to be got; 

And baſtards more abundant now » | 
Than orphans of their making grow. 


Then 
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Then if you wiſh to interpoſe 

This fav'rite noſtrum for our woes, 

Sir Saint, I'd have you change your route 
To find the rare ſpecific out. 


The faint with indignation heard, 
Bluſhing reprov'd, and difappear'd; 
Then mounting, ſpurr'd his ſolar ſteed, 
And ſwift through ether wing'd his ſpeed, 
With all the ardour of a lover 
His ſearch purſuing, to diſcover 
If in all ſpace's ample bound 
This gem of gems was to be found. 


The Exp of the FIRST CanTo. 
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The Saint arms Joan from top to toe; 
Together then to Tours they go 

To ſeek the King where he abode: 
What Joan atchiev'd upon the road: 
And how her Maidenhead was tried, 
Admitted of, and certified. 


APPY a hundred fold the ſwain 
H Who can a maidenhead obtain 
Great bleſſing ! but a greater much 
I deem the ſkill a heart to touch, 

And, all reſponſive, bid it move 

In ſoft accord of mutual love 

For under heav'n if perfect bliſs 

Has any reſidence, tis this. 
B 
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The virgin roſe with finger rude, 
Ah! what avails it, harſh and crude 
From the tenacious ſtalk to pull, 
Which tis for has alone to cull ; 
Whoſe touch the yielding flowret meets 
Opening the boſom of it's ſweets. 
Yet with their gloſſes this plain text 
Your learned caſuiſts have perplext, 
| Who hold that pleaſure is too free 
With duty's rigour to agree : 
But, to correct this groſs abuſe, 
A thund'ring volume I'll produce; 
To prove that virtue but requires 
A regulation of defires ; 
That duty, and a well- ſpent life 
With pleaſure never are at ſtrife: 
But rather that they are ſuch friends, 
That all her worth on them depends. 
I know St. Denis from the ſkies 
Will bleſs the noble enterpriſe ; 

And 
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And will, in gratitude, his poet 
Support and aid him to go through it. 
Mean while my readers I'll acquaint 
How ſped th' adventure of the Saint. 


Where, near the bordersof Champagne, 
By many a blazon'd poſt Lorraine 
Is mark'd, then ſtands an ancient town, 
But heretofore of ſmall renown ; 
Tho' now the brightneſs of her glory 
Merit the rank it bears in ſtory. 
For thence proceeded the ſalvation 
Of France's lilies and her nation. 
To celebrate Dom-Remy's praiſe 
Let all the nine unite their lays; 
And hand her down from age to age, 
Immortal in the tuneful page. 
Dom-Remy, tho' the ſteril ſoil 
With no rich produce pay thy toll ; 
No citron groves, -no golden mines 


No grapes which bleed with coſtly wines: 
4 


Yet 
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Vet treaſures greater far than thoſe 
To thee the Gallick nation owes, 
Joan's birth- place NEE for there herfight | 
Drank the firſt vital beam of light. 
Up to a parſon of the place, 
A quondam monk, her fire they trace; 
Bed, board, and pray'r, where er he came 
Confeſs'd the fervor of his flame: 
Nor lack'd his zealous labour fruits, 
In furniſhing for heav'n recruits. 
A ſtrapping chambermaid, we're told, 
Was the ſupremely favour'd mould 
Through which the holy fuſion paſt, 
This charming Amazon to caſt, 
The fury of whoſe vengeful ſtcel 
The conq'ring Britons learn'd to feel. 
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And now her memoirs to begin, 
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At Vaucouleur's moſt ſorry inn, 
Tending a ſtable at ſixteen, 


The fair adventurer is ſeen; 


And 
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And een already had her name | 
Fill'd all the Canton with it's fame : 
Tho' boldneſs clothe her daring brow, 
Ingenuous modeſty's ſeen through; 


Her front diſplays two ſparkling eyes, 


For blackneſs not leſs fam'd than ſize; 

Whilſt to contraſt the ſhining jet, 

Of two and thirty teeth a ſet 

In pearl-white correſponding rows, 

Pride of the mouth! her lips diſcloſe, 

Thoſe vermil lacings of that breach 
Which ſeems from ear to ear to reach, 

And yet where roſe bud freſhneſs dwells 


In ev'ry charm that pouts and ſwells. 
Her bubbies brown, but firm as rock, 


Tempt the cockade, the robe, and frock ; 


For nimbleneſs ſhe yields to none, 


Which by her ſtrength is ſtill outdone; 


The flaggons which ſhe daily ſcours 
Proclaim the wine ſhe draws and pours, 
C 


And 
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And yet, untir'd to every call 


Of cuſtomers ſhe waits on all, 


F rom the mechanick to the peer, 


'Tis, © coming fir,” and Joan is here.” 
If it ſhould chance, that in the ſtreets 
Some raſh impertinent ſhe meets, 

To feel her naked neck or thigh 
That ſwells provoking to the eye, 
Whoſe hand with indiſcretion ſtrays, 
Her fiſt the inſolence repays; 


Cheerful ſhe works, and to deceive, 


Her labour, laughs from morn till eve: 
Through the groom's part alike ſhe hurries, 
The horſes waters, feeds, and curries ; 

And on their backs, without a ſaddle, + 


Mounts with a Roman ſoldier's ftraddle. 


O! depth unfathom'd! Pow'r divine 


Supreme Intelligence, tis thine 
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The pride of greatneſs to confound, 
And raiſe the lowly from the ground : 
For what, ſhort- ſighted mortals | we 
Call mighty, is but ſmall with thee ; 
And what, as little, we deſpiſe, 
Finds eſtimation in ' thy eyes. 
Thy ſervant Denis, when he went 
Upon his heav'nly miſſion bent, 
Pray'd entrance at no palace gate 
Where Princeſſes are mew d in fate; 
To knock, and wait, twas vain he knew, 
My Lady Dutcheſſes, on you: 
/ No, Denis took another road 
To find virginity's abode, 
Call'd at a paltry inn and ught it, 
And ſeeking found; whocould have thought it? 
"Twas time th' apoſtle ſhould with Joan 
Be quick, and leave unturn'd no ſtone, 


The publick elſe 'twixt rack and manger 
Had ſuffer d the extreme of danger, 
4 Satan 
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8 True Maid or ORLEANS. 


Satan being ever on the watch 


His opportunities to catch ; 


For had the faint, upon his way 
Arriv'd, from unforeſeen delay, 


A moment later than he did, 


To France good night you might have bid. 


A Cordelier (the prince of fin 
Would have it ſo) at this ſame inn 


Then lodg'd, Roc Griſbourdon by name, 


With Chandos who from England came, 
By Joan's ſoft beauties was he mov'd, 
Whom as his country dear he lov'd; 
Of his fraternity the flow'r, 

He had a miſſion for each hour; 

Was preacher, confeſſor, and ſpy, 

And deeply read in ſorcery, 

An adept in that myſtic lore 

In Egypt ſo renown'd of yore 

By Perſian Magi ſo eſteem' d, 

Of which ſo high the Hebrews deem'd, 


The 


Taz Sxconp CANTo. 
The boaſt of every antient ſage,  - 
But loſt in this degen'rate age. 


As o'er his caballiſtie books 
Intent the am'rous conj'rer looks, 
He ſtarts to find he had to moan 
His country's enemy in Joan * 
That ſhe between her virgin thighs 
The French and Engliſh deftinies 
Beneath ſhort petticoats conceal'd 4 
To none but Magic's eye reveal'd: 
Encourag' d by his myſtick pow'r, 
He by his order's cincture ſwore, 


By all that's good, by all that's evil, 


Swore by St. Francis, and the devil, 
That Joan ſhould to his will incline; 


«© Then, when the fair Palladium's mine, 


ce J ſhall have means, ſays he, to crown 


« My country's wiſhes, and my own. 
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A clown unletter'd, to the maid 
Juſt then his blunt addreſſes paid, 
Prepar'd to vindicate his ſuit, 

And the illuſtrious palm diſpute ; 

A match for any cordelier ! 

For know he was a muleteer, 
Whoſe conſtant ſtudy and delight 

It was, at morn, at noon and night, 
By ceaſeleſs ſervices to prove 

His ardour, his exceſs of love. 
Occaſion ſweet, and like condition, 
Allow no room for competition, 

But o'er the damſel ſoon prevail, 

And in his favour turn the ſcale 3 

Yet though ſhe lov'd him, maiden ſhame 
Still triumph'd o'er her growing flame, 
Which in intelligible rays 

Out at her tell-tale eyes would blaze ; 
Diſtinaly, in whoſe ew'ry roll, 

The very bottom of the foul 
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The monk could read, and ſaw, more clear 
Than ſhe, what love had written there. 
To ſeek his rival then he poſted, 
Whom thus he plauſibly accoſted: 
« Puiſſant hero! whoſevaſt ſway 
© So many ſubje& mules obey ; | 
% No doubt, illuſtrious chief, but you 
«© Merit the maid, to have your due; 
« Rut I, like you, have felt love's dart, 
4 To Joan devoted is my heart 
&« Fer vent as are your vows, then ſee 
No mean competitor in me; 
«« Each other's bugbear, tis for us 
« A madneſs to continue thus, 
« When ſetting rivalry aſide, 
«© We better might the ſpoil divide; 
«© This dainty tidbit, if we're friends, 
«© May ſerve to anſwer both our ends, 
« Which, if we till continue foes, 
« We, in diſputing it, may loſe. 
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© Condu&t me inſtant to the bed 1400 

«© Where the lov'd fair reclines her head; 5 

< Tl call that Demon to my aid, 

«© Whoſe poppies ſcatter d o'er the maid. 
Shall wrap her beauties in a trance, 
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e And lock up ev'ry ſenſe at ance; 
Then o'er the maiden when aflecp 
e We'll love's alternate vigils keep.” 
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The Friar then his conj'ring book. 
Strait from his facred girdle took ; 
Invok'd the Demon, which of yore, 
The well-known name of Morpheus bore ; 
The Gallic nation to this day 
Admits this heavy Demon's {way : 

When advocates are hoarſe with pleading, 
And lectures on Cujacius reading, 
Protracted to the morning hour, 
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The ſnoring audience feel his pow'r ; 
| | Conſtant 


Taz SzconD Canto. 


Conſtant at ev'ning ſermons, where 
Young Maſſillons fatigue the ear 
With their diviſions and citations, 
Their ſenſe-perplexing explanations; 
With their three heads and poor pretence 
Of common-place-book eloquence, 
The ſprite is often ſeen to nod, 
Een in the very houſe of God : 
Frequenting theatres at nights, 
Where he invariably delights 

At lack of pathos, or of wit, 

To gape with critics in the pit. 


To car of ebon, thus invok'd, 


A pair of owls the Demon yok'd, 
And through the murky ſhades of night _ 
Slow riſes gaping to the light ; 
With his eyes ſhut he gropes about, 
His weight o'er Joan extending out, 
And breathing ſtupifies her breaſt 
With all the lethargy of reſt; 
E 
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| So Girard, lech'rous monk | they ſay, 
Low at his feet whilſt Cadiere lay 
All penitent, and in his ear 
Whiſper'd her {ins with many a tear, 
Infinuated vapours foul 
O'er her confeſſion-melted foul : 
With ſwarms of devils teem'd the ſpell, 
And left behind a little hell. 

Our two gallants, whilſt tranc'd ſhe lay, 
To anxious wakefulneſs a prey, | 
And all impatient to begin 
The game, had ſtripp'd her to the ſkin; 
But for firſt innings they apply 
To the decifion of the die, 
At which upon her breaft they play ; 
The ſorc'rer throws and wins the day, 
Whom well ſuch fortune might betide, 
Having the devil on his fide. 
Eager the monk now ſeiz d upon 
The beauteous ſtake which he had won, 


Taz Second Cax ro. 
And vas proceeding to the fact 
Of urging ownerſhip's laſt act, 
When Joan miraculous revives, 
And Denis in the nick arrives. 


Heav'ns| how a ſinner quakes with fear, 


Let a faint's ſhadow but appear 
Our rivals take them to their heels, 
Whilſt each within his boſom feels 


The painful conflict twixt the will 


And terror of committing ill. 
W hoe' er at bawdy-houſe has been, 
Muſt there undoubtedly have ſeen, 
By midnight rioting alarm'd, 


With warrant, ſtaff, and lanthorn arm'd, 


An officer to whom the nation 
Commits the peace's converſation, 
Hight Conſtable, break open doors, 
Whena young neſt of little whores, 
Half naked, and with fear half dead, 
In wild diſorder leap from bed, 
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And 
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And ſcamp' ring into corners run, 
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This dreadful magiſtrate to ſnun, 

Not leſs confuſion or affright 
Impell'd our letchers to their flight. 
Ere ſcarcely breath the maid had ta'en, 


All trembling from th' attempt profane, 


Denis conſolingly draws near, 
And thus becalms her ev'ry fear: 


Veſſel elect! by thy pure hand, 


«© On all th' oppreſſors of this land 
© Vengeance the King of kings to take, 


cc 
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* 


cc 


The phial of his wrath ſhall ſhake ; 
And drive, confuſion in their train, 


| © Theſe bloody Britons home again: 
Thus Heav'n ordains, whoſe breath has po- r 


The tree of Libanus to low'r, 

And bid the reed from bed of mire 
Up to the cedar's height aſpire, .. 

Has power old ocean's fount to.drain, 
And level mountains to a plain; 
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Can raze this univerſal frame, 
And on the ruins build the ſame. 


Thy ſteps with thunder ſhall reſound, 


Terror ſhall compaſs thee around, 
And victory ſhall from on bigh 

To paths of glory point thine eye; 
Then be thy humble toils diſmiſt, 


© Of heroes haſte to ſwell the lift : 
© To my prophetic voice attend, 


And follow me thy guide and friend. 


'At this diſcourſe fo: energetic, 


So terrible, and lo pathetic 1 

Above the academic ſtyle, 

Joan, almoſt petrified the while, 

Star d, and agape all mouth appear'd, 
Thinking'twas Heathen Greek ſhe heard; 
When ſuddenly of grace a ray 

Darts through her mind reſiſtleſs day: 
Till, inſpiration all! her frame 

So glows with the celeſtial flame, 
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That in her eyes are ſeen to roll 

The martial light nings of her ſoul, 
And in her hero-kindled mien, 

No trace of menial Joan is ſeen : 

Thus with ſome churl tis known to fare 
. Whom a rich miſer makes his heir; 
Chang'd to a palace is his cot, 

Chang'd are his manners with his lot ; 
The baſhful look is thrown aſide 
For ſuperciliouſneſs, and pride; 
The great, ſurpriz d, his ſtate admire, 
The little, cringing, call him ſquire. 


Now, that th' adventure might proceed 
With all imaginable ſpeed, 
Denis and Joan without delay 
To church devoutly bend their way; 
Where, on the higheſt altar rear'd, 
Of armour new a ſuit appear'd 


To 
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To the aftoniſh'd maiden's eye, 

Which from the arſenals on high, 

Where for the purpoſe it was wrought, 
Th' archangel Michael then had brought ; 
There many a ſtory was pourtray'd, 

In ſculpture rich, or gold inlaid, 

There foremoſt and in radiant ſheen 

The helm of Deborah was ſeen ; 

The fate of Siſera the mail 

Next ſpoke, in Joel's vengeful nail; 

In equal ſtyle, and order due, 

Next then ſucceeded to the view 
The ſtone, with which the ſhepherd ſwain 
| Daſh'd out the great Goliah's brain; 
Then the jawbone of mighty note, 

With which his foes great Samſon ſmote, 
Samſon, when by his miſtreſs ſold, 
Whom no inglorious bonds could hold 
The blade then with which Judith, ſhe 
Renown'd for ſacred perfidy | 


20 Taz Mam or OxLEANs. 
To whom a privilege was giv'n 

To murder and to whore by heav'n, 
E'en in enjoyments reeking bed 

Cut off her ſleeping lover's head. 

Joan, loſt in wild amaze, is now 
Arm'd cap-a-pee from top to toe, | 
And moves a heroine to the fight, 
In panoply divinely bright, 

Whoſe formidable plate diſplays 

Nail, flint, jawbone, and all the blaze 
Of heav'n-engrav'd etceteras. 


Each ſtep, each motion now ſhe tries, 
And goes through all her exerciſe; 
To right, and left about ſhe turns, 


Then marches, and for glory burns. 


A heroine's of no account, 
Till ſhe has got a horſe to mount ; 
A courſer unſupplied alone 


Was the appendage lack d by Joan: 
4 | She 
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She therefore begs her only want 
The forr' wing muleteer would grant. 
When ſtraight an aſs in waiting ſtands 

A candidate for her commands; 
With ſuch a ſkin! and ſuch a bray ! 
This fo ſonorous | that ſo gray 
With ſaddle, and with bridle on, + 
Array'd in full capariſon; 
With all the tricks of the manege, 
Pawing the ground in martial rage, | 
Like that which fires the Thracian ſteed, 
Or one of England's nobler breed. 
Wings from this afs's ſhoulders grew, 
With which the creature often flew : 


Thus Pegaſus nine virgins bore 

Up to the cloven hill of yore; 

Or thus the hypogrift, who trying 
To reach up to the moon by flying, 
Set down Aſtolpho by the way, 

A viſit to St. John to pay. 


G I know 
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I know my readers are agog | 
To hear more of this wing d incog. 
Who now ſolicits to be rede 

By Joan, ambitious of the load ; 

Be ſure a future page ſhall ſhow 
What they ſo curious are to know. 
Mean while let not this myſtic aſs 
Without due veneration pals.” | 


Joan mounted on her Grizzle's back, 
And Denis on his ſun-beam hack, 
Now ſeck the banks of Loire, to bring 
The hopes of ner ry to the king: Nt 
The aſs now trots with gentle pace, 

Now cleaves ſublime th cthereal ſpace, 
 Aﬀerts his pinions, and his race. 
The Cordelier indulging Nil 
The means to a his wil, 
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His late adventure now got o'er, 


Applies to ſorcery once more, 

And bids the muleteer to prove 
The ſtation of the beaſt he drove; 
Mounts on his back, and whips, and rides, 
Swearing, as ſtill he ſpurs his ſides, 
That nature's boundaries alone 
Shall ſtop him from purſuing Joan: 
The driver, in his mule conceal'd, 
No mortifying figns reveal'd, 
But thus accoutred, and thus mounted, 
Much of his better bargain counted, 
Who ſcarce the tranſmigration felt, | 
Within a ſoul fo grov'ling dwelt | 
'The ſaint and maid now fteer for Tours, 
Where the king, plung'd in his amours, 
The carnival of pleaſure kept, 
And to the cares of empire ſlept : 
But, Orleans paſſing near, they light, 
And traverſe Britain's camp by night, 

| Where 
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Where, after the immoderate uſe 
Of the rich grape's Oerpow ring juice, 
Drench'd in exceſs the army lay, 

And ſlept cheir drunkenneſs away: 

Down from the leader of the hoſt, 
Fen to the ſentry on his poſt, 

They all were drunk as wine could make em, 
Nor drums, nor trumpets could awake em. 
Here one within his tent was found, 
Steaming quite naked on the ground; 
Extended o'er his page, another 
| Lay ſnoring in a drunken ſmother. 
Then Denis with paternal tone, 
And low, thus held diſcourſe with Joan: 

ce My child, that thou ſhould'ſt know tis right, 
« How, as it might be now, by night, 
e With his Euryalus's aid, 

© Great havock daring Niſus made, 

« When nightly Turnus camp of yore 

« He crimſon'd with Rutulian gore: 

The 
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« The tents of Rheſus let me tell 

© How a like a dreadful fate befell ; 

«© What feats, by Tydeus warlike ſon, 
« And ſage of Ithaca, were done, 

« Without the riſque of danger running; 
(Thanks to the force alone of cunning 3 
« When many a Trojan, in his bed 

« Finding a grave untimely, bled. 

© No leſs a victory for thee, 

© The time alike, and place decree ; 

e Speak then, and ſay, if thou incline 
«© To make the proffer'd glory thine?” 
The maid replies, Unlearn'd am I 

* Tn this ſame thing call'd hiſtory ; 

“ Yet would I deem my courage ſmall 
« On ſuch as cannot fight to fall; 

* With unheroic ſtep to creep 

© And murder folk who are aſleep :” 
This having ſaid, among the tents 

The moonlight to her eye preſents 


H One 
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One of more note, which ſeem'd to be 


That of ſome chief, or young marquis; 


Such wines! ſo many proofs appear 
Of luxury and coſtly cheer | 


Without a wherefore, or, a why, 
Joan ſeiz d the ruins of a pie, 

Of which a fliver ſhe devours, 
And after many a bamper pours, 
Which pledg'd in ev'ry brimming cup 
Good maſter Denis follow'd up, 
With equal number, equal joy, 
Altho' a faint, to Vive le Roi. 


The tent was Chandos's, who then 


Slept like moſt other drunken men, 
But who, when ſober, and awake, 
A lion by the beard would take : 
Joan ſeizes his redoubted blade, 
And breeches of cut velvet made. 


Thus 


Taz SrconD Cadro. 


Thus David, after God's own heart 
The man, perform'd a glorious part, 
Who, on a time, when Saul he'd got 
Into a corner, ſlew him not, 

But with his knife alone the ſkirt 
Cut off, of either coat or ſhirt ; 

A proof, your mighty ones to ſhew, 
Of what he might, but ſcorn'd to do. 
Hard by a ſtripling page appears, 

But ripe, and fledg'd beyond his years, 
Of which the boy had only ſeen 

The beardleſs number of fourteen ; 
Two globes behind attract the eyes, 
Of form voluptuous, and fize, 
Which downy as his mother's dove, 
Had not diſgrac d the god of love: 
With writing furniture ſupplied 
An eſcritoir ſtood by his fide, 
Whither the youth, by wine inſpir' d, 
To woo the muſes oft retir'd, 


27 
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In tuneful lays when he addreſt 

The fair ſeducer of his | breaſt. 

Joan ſketch'd with ink, in quaint deſign, 
The arms of France below his chine, 

A fundamental proof to be 

Of the triumphant flewrs de bs; 

Which ſuch effect had on the ſaint, 

That he, for joy, was like to faint. 

But how was Chandos then ſurpriz d, 
Whom the next morn had ſoberiz'd | 
Quite thunderſtruck, and mad with rage, 
He ſees th' inſcription on his page, 
Which whiſper'd to his boding mind, 
That there was treaſon in the wind : 

To ſeek his ſword, the bed around 

In vain he runs, no ſword is found | 

Still worſe, alas! what ſhall he do? 
Gone is his velvet breeches too | 

He rubs, and rubs his eyes, to know 


If yet he was awake or no; 
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Of 
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Of wonder, and reſentment full, 
Then ſtamps and roars like any bull; i 
Perſuaded, that o'er night old Nick 


Ent' ring the camp, had play d this trick. 
Ohl for the beam which Denis ſtrode, 
And winged aſs the virgin rode, 
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How ſwift with ſuch a pair of cattle 
A man around the world would rattle ! 


With ſuch advantage to befriend, 
They ſoon were at their journeys end: 
At court the prelate was aware 
How giv'n to raillery they are, 
To turn things ſacred to a jeſt; 


Which his experience could atteſt: 


For Richmond's inſolence of tongue 
Too freſh; upon his mem ry hung, 


To tempt him to expoſe again 
The faint to ſuch à ribald vein; 
Then, for the credit of his cloth, 
Which Denis to expoſe was lothß; 
Mic * 1 


Another 
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Another character he tries, dr 
And takes old Baudricour's diſguiſe, 
A cath'lick ſtout, and gallant knight, 
Who ſpoke his ſentiments downright, | 
For truth and loyalty renown d, 
And yet at court maintain'd his ground. 
Thus maſk'd, he to the prince addreſt 
The honeſt feelings of his breaſt: 
«© Heay'ns| that to indolence a prey, 
c My prince ſhould languiſh life away, 
cc Shrunk from th' extent of his command 
< Into a corner of his land. 
< How long in love's: diſgraceful chain 
« A royal ſlave will you remain; 
Will not the hero's arm at kngth | 
« Break through the ſpell thatblaſts its ftrength ? | 
e Shame that the myrtle and the roſe. - 
<« Ingloriouſly ſhould wreathe your brows, 
« Form'd for the diadem's embrace; 
« Which laurel are at hand to grace; 

done « Whilſt 
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«© Whilſt tame ſpectator you permit 
« Your deadlieſt enemy to fit | 
«© The proud ufurper of your throne, 
« And wear your abdicated crown | 
« Go ſeek a grave to hide your ſhame, 
« Or elſe, to vindicate yout fame, 
te To conqueſt go, and dare regain 
te The raviſh'd glories of your reign : 
«© That pow'r which now my courage fires, 
© Whoſe voice my confidence inſpires, 
% By me now calls you to the field, 
<« Your pious cares diſpos d to ble, 
«nd rnd your valour with fuccefs, 
« Be your own ſuccour, dare to truſt,  ' 
« Or let this Amazon auguſt | 
Direct your ſteps, and in her own 


&« The ally, the guardian of your hren; 
cc The King of Kings will by her pow” Mad tld? 
% Our laws, our government reftore ; 112951 
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Join you to out this Engliſh brood, 

| 4. Theſe ſons of rapine and of blood. 

'< Rouſe then, and if the fates decree 


. 


“That you muſt led by woman be 


4 Be firm, be wiſe, renounce the one 


In whoſe ſoft arms you are undone, 


4 To follow this avenging maid. 
% And prove you worthy of her aid. 


. 
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A king of France, with all his vices, 
To guard his honour very nice is 


A fund of which within his breaſt 


Our lover unimpair d: poſſeſa d:: 


No ſooner had the vet Tn ſpoke 
Than the legarthic ſpell was broke: 
As when the laſt day from the ſky, 


The meſſenger of the Moſt Hihh 
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Shall with his dreadful trumpet make 


The corners of the earth to ſhake; 


Shall burſt the: tomb, ' and bid the clay 


Reanimated ſpring to dayyy, 
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Charles 
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Charles ſtarts, and glows with new alarms, 


Replies not, but, To arms | to arms | 
War only now- affords delight, 
His lance he takes, and burns for fight. 


But, the firſt fit of frenzy over, 

He wiſhes coolly to diſcover 

Whether the fierce advent'rous dame 

From heav'n or hell commiſhon'd came : 
If as a miracle, or cheat; 

This new-come champion he ſhould treat : 
Then, turning to the haughty fair, 

The king, with a majeſtick air, 

and voice which would have with it's tone 
Confounded any maid but Joan, 
« Liſt, on your peril, now declare, 
“ Joan, if a maid or not you are?” 

To whom the maid, ©* Moſt gracious fire, 
<« If you a proof of it require, 


K c Your 
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« Your college of Phyſicians call, 


«* And rouſe Apothecary's Hall, 
« Bring pedants, clerks, and matrons round, 
« Theſe female myſteries to ſound, re 


te Who, if the virgin teſt they know, 

% May turn me up and grope below :”* _ 

The king no other proof requir d 

That ſhe was certainly inſpir dq. 
* But come, ſays he, “as you, my dear, 

* Are deeply pifted, let me hear, 

„Come ſpeak out boldly, as you re bid, 

„What to my love laſt night I did? : nid H 


« Why then, if out it muſt,” ſays ſn e, 

3 55 
— Nothing, an' t pleaſe your majeſty. nne 
Unable to expreſs his feeling 


To croſſing of himſelf, and kneeling 
The monarch falls, and all ſurpriſec, 
A miracle] he loudly cries, 
| The 


Tar SzconD CanTo. 


The Faculty are now at hand, 
Waiting his majeſty's command, 

A tribe of conſequential prigs 
Swelt'ring beneath their muffs, and wigs, 
Come to determine on the maid, 
Who naked was before them laid ; 
Whom when the Prefident had ey'd, 
Into each hole, and corner pry'd, 

In atteſtation of the knowledge 

By him diſcover'd, and the College, 
And to record her virgin ſtate, 

He ſigns the maid's certificate. 


Proud of the parchment which contain'd 


Proof of the honour ſhe had gain d, 


And now grown ſtatelier in her paces, | 


Joan wheeling round, the monarch faces; 


Her night-won trophy ſhe diſplays, 

And dropping on her knees, ſhe ſays, 

« Great maſter, ſuffer that this hand 

May dare avenge thy groaning land, 
4 


35 
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If thou approve, thy ſervant will 

& The oracles divine fulfill; 

« And for't my valour and the edge 

&« Of this good ſword, I here will pledge, 
« By which, and what is ſtill more dear, 

« By my virginity I ſwear, 

« As Heav'n may keep it long unſpoil'd, 

c That thou at Rheims ſhalt ſoon be oil'd ; 
t That thou ſhalt ſcatter and confound 

<« Thy foes, which compaſs Orleans round: 
« Haſte to accompliſh fate's decree, 

ct Fly Tours, and let me follow thee.” 


A crowd of courtiers round her preſs, - 
Encourage her, admire, and bleſs ; 
And now to Heav'n, and now to Joan 
Their eyes alternately are thrown: 
, From many a mouth, whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, 
5 A ſhout of joy the welkin breaks, 


Which 


18 
1 4 


1 
» 
1 
177 
| 
U 
N ? 
. 
1 
1 . 
x. 
2 
; 
i 
+43 
PT 
54 
N 
4 
14 
i 
1 
14 
11 
i : 
oy 
1 
II 
$8 
* 
N 
Fil 
4% 
42 
74 
+ 
744 
1 
47 
* 
43 
. 
# 
. 
4 | 
i p 
LS" 
"i 
= 
49 
U % 
bo 
* 
* | 
+2 
= 
ils 
1 
(PE 
1 
F4 
* 
+54 
_ 
1 
"TY 
4 
bs 
72 
3 
34 
77 
11 
„ 
1 1 
LY 
; 
+? 
4 
Af 
bs. 


m 
— — <vwY 
2 
* * 2 


Tux Szcond Canto. | 47 


Which Echo catching from the throng, 
Is pleas'd officious to prolong. 
There's not a warrior of them all, 

In her defence who would not fall, 

Who would not emulous aſpire 

To bear her lance and be her ſquire; 
Nor is there one in all the crowd, 

Who would not equally be proud, 

The maid, of what with ſo much toil 
the hitherto had kept, to' ſpall. 

And now the officers one ſees, 

Briſk, on the point to march, like bees, 
One, ere from quarters he remove, 
Hangs in fad farewell o'er his love; 

To Cent per Cent his empty purſe 

Another runs to reimburſe ; 

This begs his hoſt would not delay 

The reck'ning which he cannot pay. 

The ſtandard then, which blaz d with gold, 
Denis gives orders to unfold, 


L | At 
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At fight of which the king is fir d 
With valour, as with hope inſpir'd: 
This enſign which unfolded glows 

The pride of kings | and dread of foes ! 
This warlike ſlaughter-breathing laſs ! 
This wond'rous beaſt her winged aſs! 
All all conſpire to fan the flaine, > 
And . palms of ads . 


Denis, ** whati in ; mind was freſh 

Of what he ſuffer'd in ph fleſh, 
A charitable - wiſh diſcovers 
To ſpare the parting of the lovers ; "I 
For, by experience, well } he knew | 

The anguiſh of a laſt * 
What bitter tears it Wa", have coſt: 
What precious moments had been loſt ! 


Agnes, though 1 indulg'd the pow'r 
Of ſleep beyond her uſual hour; 
I 


of 
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Of ſeparation not a fear, 

To interrupt her reſt, came near, 

But flatt'ring viſions round her flew, 

Reviv'd old joys, and held out new: 

She thinks ſhe holds within her arms 

The much-lov'd captive of her charms ; 

Illuſion all! the faint by force x 

Compels him to a ſad divorce. 

Some ſkill'd phyſician thus, in town, 

The pamper'd Alderman ties down 

To regimen of water gruel | 

Ah! how inexorably cruel | 

And ſtill, judiciouſly ſevere, 

To each remonſtrance bars his ear; 

The appetite rebels in vain, 

He ſtill commands him to abſtain » 

From the green fat inviting treat, 

. Ofer which his glutton brethren ſweat. 
Scarce from his darling vice the king 

Denis had torn, than on the wing 
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To his virago ward he flies, 
His ſweeting maid, without diſguiſe 


His love, his counſel to impart, 
And pour before her all his heart; 
But firſt reſumes his ſacred air, | 
His tone devout, and lank ſhort hair, 
Staff, ring, and croſs, a faint confeſt, 
In all his holy trappings dreſt! 
«« Go then,” ſays he, „my charming maid, 
« Thy king, thy country claims thy aid: 
4 Go proſper, for o'er all thy ways 
„ My eye benign ſhall ſhed its rays : 
« But with the warrior laurel twine 
« Chaſte virtue's amaranth divine, 
« And let in thee, with union ſweet, 
« The veſtal and the heroine meet. 
« To Orleans I'll thy footſteps guide, 
© Unſeen will combat by thy fide; 
« Whilſt, leader of this miſcreant train, 
«© Talbot, inflated evry vein | 
e With 
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« With luſt, ſhall think himſelf ſecure 
Of Madame Preſidente impure ; 
« Fen in enjoyments lap he ſhall 
« Beneath thy arm victorious fall: 
&« Puniſh his crime, but thou avoid 
& The guilt in him to be deſtroy d; 
tt Let piety an equal reign 
«© With courage in thy breaſt maintain. 
„ I go, adieu, but ere I ſeal 

« My farewell kiſs, forgive my zeal, 
4 If ſtill I urge my firſt great care; 
e Mind —of thy maidenhead beware l“ 
Joan ſwore her patron to obey, 
Whilſt he to Heav'n retrac'd his way. 


END OF THE SECOND CAN TO. 
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THE THIRD CANTO. 


227% +4 
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Which treats of Fol lv, mighty Queen, 

Her palace, and what there was ſeen : 2 
From Joan how Agnes takes her armour, 
And thus equipp'd purſues her charmer ; 

How ſhe's made pris'ner by the Way, | 
Falling to luſt a-belpleſs | pre 
Which to no trifling ills expoſes e 
Her virtue, ere che Canto cloſes. 2910 
Laſt follows hubbub and confuſion ; 

A ſkirmiſh * the conclufion. 
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Tu @ is not {gp to own. the pow'r 
Of valour in the trying hour; 

To boaſt a firm intrepid eee 

The thick of battle to def, 

Dauntleſs to;, traverſe heaps of ſlain. 

When death has crimſon d o'er the plain 
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For who - ſhall bold preſume to fay © 
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115. 


Or Eil d in Tighting Fields, to boalt s 
The conduct of a num'rdus' hoſt : 
For ſuch advantages all climes 
Alike enjoy at diff rent times. 


If France ſuperior kill diſplay 


In war to Britain; or from Spain 


If Germany the "pan, obtain? oi 
Since, in their turns, as as wWe have "IL 
Victors, and ranquiſh'd they have — 
Conde was beaten by Turenne, vir by 
And ſometimes Villars by PRE mo 
Did not that Quixote of the north, 
That Mars of Kings, whoſe gen 15 worth 

In Staniſlaus” protection ſnone, G1 HH 1 : 
For proweſs more than mortal 1 N 
Find on Pultaws's fatal dy 
His former laurels fade away 
To his ſcorn'd rival doom' d- to mo” 21212cuglT 
The glory of the adverſe field?” . n 
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A charming ſecret, in my mind, 
Would be the herd of human kind 
To dazzle, and, for that deſign 
T* aſſume a character divine, 

By which at will one might impoſe 
Upon the ſenſes of the foes: 


For Rome, to whom all nations bow'd, 


To miracles her conqueſts ow'd ; 

Heav'n all propitious, for her uſe, 

Was of its 'oracles profuſe ; 

Jove, Mars, and all the deities 

Who fill the ſynod of the ſkies, 

Were in their cauſe ſuppos'd to fight, 

And guide their victor Eagle's flight; 

Bacchus, that mighty conqu'ror who 

Laid Aſia waſte, Alcides too, 

And haughty Alexander ſtrove 

To be eſteem'd the ſons of Jove, 

The eaſier to enforce their ſway, 

And cauſe their ſubjects to obey : 
N 


Whilſt 


| 50 Taz Maid or ORLEANS. 
= Whilft all the princes of the earth, 
1 In veneration of their birth, 
I Proftrate were ſeen to fall before 'em, 
Aw'd by Jove's thunder to adore em. 
Denis requir'd no other cue 
Than ſuch examples to purſue ; 
Meaning that his ſame virgin Joan, 
Not deem'd a maid by him alone, 
Should with the Engliſh paſs for ſuch, 
Whoſe hardieſt chiefs ſhould think as much: 
That Bedford, Talbot, in this creed, 
Should with Tyrconnel be agreed, 
And that the ſame ſhould be _ 
By impious Chandos like the reſt ; 
Who ſhould imagine in the maid, 
An arm divine they ſaw diſplay'd, 
Of guilt the terror, and the bane 
Of ev'ry man and thing profane. 
This plan to aid then Denis choſe 
A Benedictine, not of thoſe 
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By whom, in France, of late, the trade 
Of Bookſellers have fortunes made, 
But, fat with ignorance, a Prior, 


Whoſe learning never mounted higher 
Than to enable him to gabble 
His Latin miſſal to the rabble; 


Lourdis, illuſtrious wight} was meant 


On the new voyage to be ſent. 


Towards the moon, where erſt the ſpace 
Yclep'd Fools Paradiſe: had place, 


A region on the confines drear 

Of that abyſs unfathom d, Where, 
Before creation ſprang to light, 
Old Chaos, Erebus, and Night, 
Sworn foes to order, and to day, 
Maintain'd their blind defpotic ſway; - 
There lies a cavernous retreat, 
Impervious or to light or heat; 

Or pervious only to ſuch light 

As gleams to chill, miſlead, affright, 
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That ſhould the dubious beam pervade, 
Horror more horrible is made. 

For ſtars there jack o th' lanthorns glare, 


And goblins people all the air. 
Daughter of Ignorance her reign 
Folly extends o'er this domain ; 
A child grey- bearded and ſquint- ey d 
With mouth like Danchet's open wide; 
A coral in whoſe heavy hand, 
Marks, like a ſceptre, her command. 
Her fooliſh family in ſtate 
Around her throne collected wait; 
Here Obſtinacy, Pride, and there 
Credulity, and Sloth appear. 
Flatter'd, attended as ſhe's ſeen, 
You would indeed believe her Queen; 
But a mock ſov'reign only, ſhe 
A pow'rleſs phantom's found to be, 
For all her councils are by fraud, 
Her greedy miniſter, o'eraw'd 


Taz Tump Can ro. 
Tis his perfidious will is la -r, 
And ſhe is merely his cat's-paw. 
At will ſhe makes her court abound 
With your aſtrologers profound,  _ 
Who ev'n in error, boaſt their ſkill, - 
Dupe- gulling knaves, yet truſted ſtill. 


Vou there can never fail to ſee 
Profeſt adepts in Alchym y, 
Makers of gold, and yet whoſe curſe * 
Is to poſſeſs an empty purſe ; 
Your Roſicrucians, and thoſe fools 
Who ſtun the theologic ſchools. 
Thither fat Lourdis was to 29% „ 
The Saint's deputed plenipo. 2 
What time the Queen of darkneſs had | 
The Heav'ns in murkieſt ſable clad, | 
Lourdis, on sleep $ ſoft boſom laid, WAP: 
Was to Fool's Paradiſe convey” 4. Te agg 
Where ev' ry object met his eyes, : 
Rather with pleaſure than ſurpriſe : 
Oo 
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For here no ſooner, was he come, 

Than he conceiv d himſelf at home;- 
The ſuit of eee ii 3A 
Caught, as by ſympathy, ow 0% t 
For Cacodemon | art, — 41 43. GN 


Had, with his emblematic ſcrawls, 51 uo 
Furniſh'd the vaſt extent of walls; 1024 
In never-fading freſco, Re" Nc ; | l 


The follies of mankind appear: 1s 25hoq o el 
Blunders in groups, 4 focial* train, | 30, | 
q ut ON J 


And whims, the y- bloss of the brai ain 


Growing to maggots here Sg foes, 
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Caprices too in ſwarms like bees; 

Abſurdities all ſcatter'd chick, 
And here and there a hairbraiv'd wick: 
With ſketches from the life of many, 
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An Ignoramus, and; a  Zany; 
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Schemes under evil planets hatch ddt... 


In theory, as practice match d, 
Yet, in the monthly mercuries, 
Extoll'd for merit to the ſkies... 
Amidſt this wonderful confuſion 


Of folly, madneſs, and deluſion, 


Where quick ſucceeding to the eyes, 


Sots, buzzards, and impoſtors riſe, 


A haughty Scotchman, Law by name, 


Superior notice ſeems to claim; 
A paper crown adorns his head. 
And Syſſem on its front is read « 


Amidſt large bales of wind he ſtands, 
And deals them out with lib'ral hands; 


His bounty no diſtinction knows, 
On every comer he beſtows: 


In viſions of enormous gain, 


Prieſts, judges, bawds, their coffers drain. 


What do I ſee ] and is it you, 
My gentle Eſcobar? Molina too | 


I 
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With wheedling hard, and you Douein! 
Who give to kiſs a Bull divine, 

So bunglingly by. Tellier fram'd, 
That Rome to own it was aſham'd 


With all her front, and e'en profeſt, 

To turn it in her ſleeve to jeſt. 

Yet hence thoſe parties were ſupplied 
Which to this day the world divide; 

And, what is worſe, thoſe tomes profound 
With direr miſchiefs which abound ; | 
Which Hereſy's vile poiſons fil! 

Of cold narcotic power to kill. 

Lo! new Bellorophons, that night, 

| Impetuous combatants for fight - 

Upon Chimæras mounted go, 

And ſeek with blind fold rage the foe; 
Long catcalls ſerve them to inſpire, - 

By way of clarions, martial fire, 

And, in their pious frenzy's heat, 

On bladce:s blown their march they beat. 


Heavens! 
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Heav'ns! what artillery they brou ght 
Along, with dread combuſtion fraught | 
What armour dire, what ammunition, 
In ſhape of mandate, diſquiſition, 

Folios in piles, and to ſupply 'em, 

A magazine of writings by 'em ; 

Gloſſes gloſs d o'er again, for fear 

They might have unexplain'd been clear. 
Bard of Scamander's Heroes, thou 

Sage chronicler, who long ago, 
Embattled on the deathful plain 

Of frogs and mice haſt tun'd the train ; 
Oh | couldſt thou break death's iron ſleep, 
Among us here to take a peep, 

And celebrate this war on earth, 

To which a papal bull gave birth. 

The Janſeniſt, to deſtiny 

Submiſſive ſlave who bends the knee 


In whoſe heroic march we trace 


The hope forlorn of pow'rful grace, 
P With 
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With St. Auguſtin's form inlays, 

The glorious banner he diſplays : 
But yet unprofitably brave, 

He only fights a part to fave. 

Lo! in thick phalanx from afar, 
Curv'd in their ſeats to wait the war, 
The foes advance to the attack, 
Each mounted on an Abbe's back, 
Who yield their pliant bodies proud, 
Is ſuch a cauſe, of ſuch a load. 


Of war and civil broils no more, 
Your weak impieties give o'er; 
Diſcord avaunt | for peace make room! 
See the ſcene changes to a tomb, 

Which near St. Medard o'er the dead, 
Rears it's unornamented head ; 
In which enclos'd the Pow'r Divine, 


T'enlighten France, has fix'd its ſhrine : 
Thither 
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Thitherin crowds repair the blind, 

In hopes their long-loſt fight to find ; 
But diſappointed of the day, 

Back to th' Immanuel grope their way. 
The lame comes cap' ring to the ſpot, 
In ſtrength of faith his limbs forgot, 
And as repeated jigs he tries, 

His loud Hoſannahs rend the ſkies ; 


And yet, with all his faith and bawling, 


He cannot keep himſelf from falling, 
But homeward hobbles juſt the ſame, 
The crutch-ſupported wretch he came. 
All-li ning ſee the deaf draw near 1 
Liſten they may, but never hear. 

The mob ſuch miracles profeſt 

Exult impatient to atteſt, 

And, in an extacy of bliſs, 

The ſhrine of holy Paris kiſs. 
Lourdis abſorb'd in one broad ſtare, 
His hands compreſt in ſilent pray'r, 
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For all this farce of ſaintly ſtuff, 
Lacks pow r to thank his God enough; 
With idiot laugh admires the ſcenes, 


- Yet knows not what the mumm'ry means. 


A wiſe tribunal, 10 diſclos'd! 

Of prelates half, half monks compos d; 
A ſet of holy men they are, 
Who fill th inquiſitorial chair: 
To ſanctify whoſe every nod, 
Religion thinks, *tis ſerving God, 
And, for the glory of the Lord, 
To arm whoſe ſtate law lends her ſword : 
A pair of monſtrous ſcales they hold; 
One to contain extorted gold 
With blood and treaſure running o'er 


Of penitents, which they devour; 


The other equally as full 
Of many a brief and many a bull, 
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Of Agnus Deis, ſcarfs, and cowls, 
And Oriſons of pious ſouls, 
Of Pater-noſters, Ave Marys, 
And all the prieſts vocabularies. 
Proſtrate before this inquiſition, 
See Galileo all contrition, 
Imploring grace for his offence, 
Th' enormous one, of having ſenſe | 


Ah! Loudun's walls, what fire illumes ; 
The blazing pyre a prieſt conſumes ; 
Poor Grandier | whom for ſorcery 
Twelve ſeoundrels have condemn'd to fry. 


To wit how fatal France has been! 
Or Galigai we ne'er had ſeen 
Doom'd, with ſuch talents, to expire 
In tortures of a brilliant fire ; 
Q A helliſh 
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A helliſh death denounc'd on her 
Charg'd of crim. con. with Lucifer. 

In the ſame neighbourhood I ſee 
That edi&- of authority. 

To raiſe old Ariſtotle high, 

And uſe of vomits to decry. 


Come, father Girard, well thy fame 
A ſep'rate article may claim | 
All hail to thy delicious trade, 
Soother of grate-confeſſing maid ! 
Of that young penitent the charms, 
Say, how diffolv'd they in thy arms? 
Thy choice exploit I much admire, 
Paſſion ſublim'd by nature's fire 
Humanity feels no diſgrace, 
No bluſh is rais'd on nature's face ; 
Humanity muſt plead thy cauſe, 
Nature, for violated laws, 

Has 
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Has not thoſe crimes to charge on thee 
Which blacken thy fraternity. 
What puzzles me is, how a ſhare 
The dev'l could have in this affair. 
Of all who on thy trial fate, 
To weigh thy crimes, and fix thy fate, 
Who made thy charge, or thy defence, 
Judge, jury, council, evidence, 
Of whatſoever ſect, I ſwear, 
In all the court no conj rors were. 
Folly, great Goddeſs! thou from whom, 
So wond'rous fruitful is thy womb! 
Earth has receiv'd of mortals more 
Than e'er of gods Cybele bore : 
How pleas'd muſt that dull eye of thine 
Reſt on this native land of mine, 
And fee thy children in ſuch ſwarms, 
Reflecting back their mother's charms! 
Fools who compile, and who tranſlate, 
Foals who affect the author's ſtate, 


And 
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= And not leſs fools, who take the pains 

1 To read the produce of their brains, 

Goddeſs, might I preſume to aſk, 
Ofall thy ſons whoſe 'tis to baſk 

In the full ſunſhine of thy ſmile, 
Moſt fam'd for flatneſs of his ſtyle, 

Moſt giv'n to trip, and by his bray 
The aſs at ev'ry turn betray ; 

Addicted like a ſnail to creep, 

And the ſame jog-trot pace to keep? 

But, who thy darling is, I ſee, 

The Trevoux Journaliſt is he! 


What time good Denis, holy man, 
On high of that myſterious plan 
The ſecret train prepar'd to lay, 
Which on the foe he meant to play ; 
Fate to another ſcene gave birth 
Amongſt the grandee fools on earth. 


I For 
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For Orleans Charles is on the road, 
His colours flying all abroad; 
Joan clad in ſteel, and fluſh'd with pride 
Of vaunted conqueſt, by his fade: 
The flow'r of chivalry ! gay band 
Of gallant knights, with lance in hand, 
The holy Amazon ſurround, 
And eye her with reſpe& pofound. 
At Fontevraux thus o'er the male 


The woman's pow'r you ſee prevail ; 
The ſceptre there a lady fways, 
The monk, her bleſſing aſk'd, obeys. 
Mean while, unable to diſcover 
The idol of her ſoul, her lover, 
Agnes, the poor forſaken fair, 
Becomes a prey to ſad deſpair ; 

Her colour gone, a deadly cold 

Of every charm and ſenſe lays hold. 
Friend Bonneau, always near diſplays 
Officious zeal a thouſand ways, 


R Adminiſr ring 
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1 Adminiſt ring whate'er has po-] r 

| The fleeting ſpirit to reſtore: 

Nor is his zzalous ſetyite vain⸗ 

| She opes her lovely eyes again; 

| But not as when their piercing rays - 
| | Were wont to faſcinate. the gaze: 

| The ſun of beauty but appears 


As ſoon as ris'n to ſet in tears. 
Then leaning with dejeQed " JO 
On Bonneau thus laments the fair: 
"Tis paſt! and 1 unhappy maid, | 
By perjur'd man, alas, betray d! 


Oh! whither is che traitor bent, 
What road is his, and what intent ER 
What oaths he ſwore, by which was won 


My yielding heart, and fame undone 1 
And muſt I ſtretch' d in bed alone, 


Without my lover, ho. and moan, 
Whilſt Joan, that, hardier, happier ſhe,, 
No foe to England, but to me, 


1 Employs 
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Employs her malice with ſucceſs, 
Gainſt me my love to prepoſſeſs. 
Gods! how I hate theſe ſavage creature, 
Diſguis'd in ſoul as well as features ; 
Your cavaliers in petticoats, 
Your candidates for cutting throats, 
Affecting man's heroie pow'rs, 
Without a fingle charm of ours ; 
Who, woman's boaſt | have never found 
Our ſofter ſurer way to wound : 
Both ſexes aping, yet of neither, 
Having ſufficient to be either. 
With that ſhe weeps, ſighs, bluſhes, burns; 
Love, ſhame, reſentment, grief by turns, 
And flaſhing jealouſy ſupplies 
A wilder lightning to her eyes. 
But Love's invention in a trice 
Hatch'd in her brain a new device; 
To Orleans now her journey bending, 
Alice and Bonneau ſtill attending. 


Agnes 
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Agnes to bait, it came to pals, 
Stops where, but now, the martial laſs, 
By her hard journey ſorely ſhaken, 

| Had to repoſe herſelf betaken. 
Agnes lies ſtill, till not a mouſe 
Was heard to fiir in all the houſe, 
And fiſhing where the heroine ſlept, 
And where mean while her arms were kept, 
Into her chamber like a ſprite, 
She glides unheard at dead of night, 
There enter'd, on her lovely thighs 
John Chandos' breeches firſt ſhe ties ; 
In ſtrict embrace her ſwelling breaſts 
The weighty cuiraſs next inveſts ; 
And all her limbs are taught to feel 
The bruiſes of the martial ſteel : 
Whilſt Bonneau with his timely aid 
Supports the mail-encumber'd maid, 
Who, whilſt her tott'ring form he ſtays, 
Thus in a gentle accent, ſays, 


* 


O Love! 
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« O Love | that doſt my ſoul command, 


« Give firmneſs to this trembling hand- 
Great pow'r ! enable me to bear 
This maſſy armour which I wear: 
To move the author of my pain, 
“Nor let this weight be borne in vain. 
“ Pants for an Amazon his heart? 
Thou giv'{t me to ſuſtain the part: 

& To fight, nor let me be denied, 

<« For ever preſent by his fade. 

« And oh! ſhould in the battle's ſtrife, 
The arrowy ſhower threat his life, 
Let this ſad head receive it ll, a 

“ Falling let me prevent his fall; 

« Happy and heav'ns peculiar care 
“That he may live is all my pray'r; 
« And let me die ſupremely bleſt, 
« Belowd and folded to his breaſt.” 
Whilſt arm'd by Bonneau this ſhe (aid, 
Her Charly was a league a-head, 


8 Agnes 
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Agnes, to ſeek her ſoul's delight, 

4 | Reſolves to move that very night: 

Il Determin'd thus to urge her road, 


4 Bending beneath her armour's load, 


1 | | And able ſcarce to budge an inch, 

1 Curling her mail at ev'ry pinch, lng 
With legs all bruis'd and buttocks flay'd, 
To rooſt upon her horſe is laid; 
Whilſt the fat Bonneau, pond'rous rider, 
Snores on a Norman hack beſide her. 
Love full of fear with anxious eye 

Sees her ſet out, and heaves a ſigh. 
Agnes was ſcarcely under way, 

When from a wood, which hard by lay, 
The ſound of horſes and of arms 
Iſſued, exciting dread alarms ; 


The noiſe redoubles on her ear, 


When ſoldiers dreſt in red appear, | 
1 And, to encreaſe the maid's diſaſter, 


Redcoats who call'd John Chandos maſter. 


Cries 


« 
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Cries one advancing quick, “ Diſcloſe, 
«© Whom fight you for, or friends, or foes ?” 
The artleſs fair replies at ones, 
Agnes my name, for love and France.” 
At theſe two names, by Heav'n deſign'd 
To be inſeparably join'd, 
Hands were upon the lovely maid, 
And on her fat attendant laid ; 
Then to this Chandos they were borne, 
Who dreadful in his ire had ſworn, 
That thoſe free-booters who could dare 
To leave a hero's bottom bare, 
For his loſt breeches and his ſteel 
The vengeance of his wrath ſhould feel. 
When ſleep withdraws his gentle ſway, 
And gives our op'ning lids to day ; 
What time the ſongſters of the grove 
Take up a-new their ſtrains of love 
When nature feels more vig'rous heat, 
And quicker all our pulſes beat; 

And 
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And to the mind each ſenſe inſpires 
* Voluptuous wiſhes and deſires: 
Chandos, twas then thy lovely prize 
Herſelf preſented to thy eyes, 
More bright, more beauteous to behold, 
Than the ſun dreſt in orient gold. 
What, Chandos, could thy feelings be, 
Awak'd, within thy pow'r to ſee 
Such beauty taken in the mainor, 
With breeches on that mult arraign her ? 
Chandos with fierceſt paſſion ſtung, 
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Laſcivious eyes upon her flung ; 
Whilſt Agnes, almoſt dead with fear, 
Trembles like aſpen-leaf to hear, 
The furious hero mutt'ring ſtill, 
& I'll have my breeches back, I will.“ 
| | Firſt on the bed he makes her ſit, 
b And fays, “ fair captive, quit, O quit 
This dreſs, theſe heavy arms reſign, 
& III ſuits their weight with limbs like thine.” 
2 With 
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With ardent paſſion then on fire, 
And hope inflaming fierce defire, 
The helm he from her head unlac'd, 
And cuiraſs which her boſom cas'd : 
Agnes reſiſts with lovely grace, 

Whilſt bluſhes overſpread her face. 
For, tho' the victor might controul 
Her body, Charles was in her ſoul. 

In ſuch a criſis to be watch'd 

Chandos diſlik'd, fo ſtrait diſpatch d 
Bonneau, to merit the new poſt 

Of maſter Cook, and rule his roaſt. 

For almond puddings he on fame 

May juſtly challenge the firſt claim; 

And but for him, France ne'er had boaſted 
Eel pies, and legs of mutton roaſted. 
Alas! cry'd Agnes, frighten'd, © what, 
«© Good my lord Chandos, are you at?” 
“ By G—d, (each Engliſh hero ſwears) 


© Some one, at hazard of his ears, 
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«A bloody injury to me, 

* is darkneſs wrapt has done,” fays he. 
&« Theſe my identical ſmall cloaths 

<« claim, ſhould Satan interpoſe ; 


«© For, whereſoever found be't known 


Il make repriſal of my own.“ 


This, in the humour he was in, 

Was but to ſtrip her to the ſkin : 

Lo! the loſt fair is in his arms, 

Bathing in fruitlefs tears her charms; 

His force unable to prevent, 

Yet crying ſtill, * I'll not conſent.” 

Juſt then a cry, to arms! to arms! 

Was heard, replete with new alarms : 
Whilſt the loud trumpet mouth of death 
Diffuſes horror from iti breath. 

Joan waking ſearches all around, 

Her armour's no where to be found ; 
Gone is the helm, with plumes o'erſpread, 
The cuiſhes, and the cuiraſs fled, | 
4 Then 
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Then ſudden ſeizing the rude gear 
Of ſome rough trooper which lay near, 
She mounts her afs, and with loud hollow, ; 
Cries, To revenge your country, follow.” 

A hundred knights her ſteps attend, 

And common ſoldiers without end. 

Juſt in this very nick of time, 

Lourdis from Folly's genial clime 

Envoy extraordinary came poſt, 

Alighting midſt the Engliſh hoſt, 

Clad in impenetrable night, 

Inviſible to mortal ſight ; 

And bearing on his ample back, 

Fruit of his voyage, a huge pack, 

Stor' d with the choice commodities, 

Which Folly's fertile ſoil ſupplies, 

The freight of which, in copious ſhow'rs, 

Upon the Engliſh camp he pours 3 

Treaſures of thickeſt ignorance | 


Yet common all of them to France. 
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Thus from her ebon chariot's height 
The fable Majeſty of Night 


Scatters her poppies o'er our eyes, 
And lulls us in the arms of lies. 


END OF THE THIRD CANTO. 


WALL OF ORLEANS. 


THE FOURTH CANT 0. 


Dunois and the Virago Joan, | 
An army in themſelves alone, 110 


The Engliſh enemy engage, 
Whilſt death on all ſides marks their rage: 


Of a ſtrange caſtle next you hear, 
And what befel the warriors there. 


WE: I a King, I would be juſt 
In the diſcharge of ſuch a truſt, 
In peace my people to maintain, |. 
Whilſt every moment of my reign _ 
By ſome new bleſſing ſhould be known, 
To give a luſtre to my crown. © 1 
U ita: wwe Os 


1 never would forſake her fide, 
But ev'ry hour of evry day © 
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Or if | Controller of Finance, 

I from the treaſury of France 
Would largely draw, that I might ſhed. 
My bounties on the learned head ; 

For he earns dearly what he gains, 
Who reaps the labour of his brains. 
Or, metropolitan divine, 

Of Paris were the mitre mine, 

To bid oppoſing feats agree, 
The bus neſs of my life fhould bez. 
Enroll'd with Moliniſts my name, 


The favage Janſeniſt to tame; 


But if to love it was my doom 
Some fair in youth and beauty's bloom, 
To her dear apron ſtring Mill tied, 


n downy wing ſhould ſteal away, 
And in variety hot- bed, 
Dy ever teeming faney bred, 


For 
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For ev'ry moment of each hour 
Joy ſhould unfold a diffrent flow's, 
Whoſe ſweets ſhould aid me to detain - 
The willing captive in my chain. 
Ye happy lovers how fevere 
The parting pang | the abſent tear | 
Yet pleaſing are the lover's pains, 
But then what danger he ſuſtains ! 
For ill advis'd, who ſtays away 
From his lov'd miſtreſs but a day, 
Thrice riſques, alas | in that ſhort ſpace, 
To bear the cuckold's fad diſgrace. 
Scarce of his delicate repaſt 
Had gallant Chandos gan to taſte, 
Than Joan from rank to rank is found, 
Furious, and dealing death around ; 
With Deborah's redoubted lance 
She Dildo kills, that foe to France. 
Who Clervaux's treaſury deſpoil'd,. 
And Fontevraux, thy nuns defal'd ; 
Ne nn 
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Then Fonkinar, with a new ſleight - 

2 Of her bold arm, ſhe robs of ſight; | 

The gallows long had been whoſe lot, 

If his deſervings he had got 3 

Native of bleak Hibernia's ſhore, 

| Dipp'd in the Shannon nine times o'er, 

Yet for intrigue in every town | 

Of France three years his fame was known, 

Where with ſucceſs he love had made, 

Not like a novice in the trade, 

But one who from his earlieſt time 

Had breath'd in Italy's ſoft clime 

The genial love-inſpiring breeze, 

And taken regular degrees. 

She next with a reſiſtleſs blow. 

The Lord of Halifax lays low ; 

And Borax that, impertinent, 

His kinſman after him is ſent : 

Then falls, his father who denied, 

Baſe Midarblou, and by his fide, 
| [= Foul 
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Foul Bartonay, whom inceſt led 
To violate a brother's bed · 
By her example all on fire, 
There's not a trooper, knight or ſquire, 
Ten men at leaſt of Britain's hoſt, 
To have diſpatch'd who could not boaſt; 
Whilſt in the van ſtalks giant Fear, 
And ghaſtly Death brings up the rear, 
As if ſome God's auxiliar might 
Was manifeſted in the fight. 
Amidſt the armour's gleam and rattle, 
The hurly burly of the battle, 
Lourdis, as loud as he could bawl, 
Cried “ Britons mark! and tremble all; 
© And learn betimes to be afraid 
6 Of this ſame wonder-working maid; 
« "Tis holy Denis arms her hand, 
In vain her proweſs you withſtand: 
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« Ye ſcum of Albion kneel I fay, 

% And aſk her bleſſing while you may,” 
The furious Talbot, in a bath 

Of foam by his exceſs of wrath, 

In the firſt tranſport af his ire 

Seizes and binds the raving friar, 
Who, notwithſtanding: he was tied, 

Still with heroic firmneſs. cried, 

« A martyr I, heed what I ſay, 

c A virgin ſhe, and her's the day.” 
Man, of credulity the jeſt, 

Soft clay too eaſily impreſt ; 

To all the tuff beneath the fun 
How ſoon thy yielding faith is won 
O'er which the dreadſul to prevail, 
And marvellous can never fail. 

Now the ſeiz d monk's enthuſiaſt roar 
Avail'd to move the Engliſh more, 
Than could the Amazon, and band 
Of ſlaught ring heroes, ſword in hand. 
That 
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That old inſtinctive diſpoſition, 
Which makes us dupes to ſuperſtition; 
Error with all its giddy train 
Of phantoms which infeſt the brain; 
Cold fear from dark illuſions bred, 
Had fairly turn d each Britog's head ; 
Scarce known philoſophy was then 
Amongſt this hardy race of men; 
The age of chivalry but few | 
Creatures of that deſcription knew ; 
A Gothic night conceal'd the blaze 
Of wiſdom which illumes our days; 
Chandos the brave, ſtill unappall'd, 
Thus boldly to his foll'wers call'd, 
« Victors of France, and let that name 
t Re-kindle your heroic flame, 


“Shape to the right your conqu ring way, 


* And change the fortune of the day.” 
The word no ſooner paſs'd his mouth, 
Than contrary, as north to ſouth, 


2 


To 
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To his command the ſquadron wheels, 
And take with curſes to their heels. 
Thus on the fertile plains of old, 
Round which Euphrates' ſtream is roll'd, 
When human art preſum'd to riſe 

In mad attempts to reach the ſkies, 

Th' Almighty laughing at their labours, 
And diſapproving of ſuch neighbours, 
Into a hundred jargons threw | 

The only language which they knew, 
So that to drink when one demanded, 
Mortar and brick another handed; 
Heav'n blaſted their preſumptuous pride; 
And forc'd this people to divide, 

O'er all the earth new ſeats to find, | 
Leaving their fooliſh work behind. 

In Orleans ſoon the news is known 

Of this ſame fight without the town; 
Thither on rapid pinions Fame 

Flies, and proclaims the virgin's name, 


Who's 
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Who's he but muſt th' impetuous glo-w- 
Which marks the Gallic nation know ? 
Of honour full, theſe fools of France 
To battle ruſh, as to a dance ; 
Dunois, of baſtards he the flow'r, 
Dunois in Greece who had of yore 
Been taken for another Mars, 
And worſhip'd as the God of wars. 
Trimouille, Saintrailles, and young La Hire, 
And Richmond breathin g equal fire, 
Now from the walls are fallied out, 
Chacing the foe in fancied rout, 
And with joint ſhoutings ſtun the ear, 
«© Where are theſe Engliſh ſcoundrels, ' where? 
But to their coſt they were not far, 
For Talbot ſkill'd i'th' trade of war, 
Poſted commodious at his beck, 
Our fallies to ſurpriſe and check, 
Had near the gates of Orleans laid, 
Ten companies in ambuſcade ; 


* Great 
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Great Talbot long ago aloud, 

By love and by St. George had vow'd, 
That he would enter Orleans' gate, 

Or would to rot before it wait ; 

Two paſſions, ſwall'wing all the reſt, 
Divide the empire of his breaſt. 

Fat Lovet's conſort, ſtately " | 

For him felt more than friendſhip's flame; 
And he by noble hope inſpir'd, 

To ſtorm the town and he rwas fir'd. 
Scarce mov'd our knights a hundred ſteps, 
Than Talbot from his ambuſh leaps : 
But, in extremes, the French collected, 
Were leſs alarm'd than was expected. 

Ye fields ſurrounding Orleans' wall, 
Illuſtrious theatre, tho' ſmall, 

Of this encounter fought ſo roughly, 
And on each fide maintain'd fo toughly ; 
Your foil a century and more 


Was fertiliz'd with human gore : 


Nor 
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Nor Zama's nor Pharſalia's field, 

A ſcene ſo full of blood could yield; 

Nor on Malplaquet's fatal plain, 

Tho? cover'd with whole hoſts of ſlain, 
Did ſuch terrific fights combine | 
War's face to crimſon as on thine ; 

Spears briſtled now like ſtanding corn, 
Now of their tops like ſtubble ſhorn; 
Horſes and horſemen overthrown, 

But up again as ſoon as down ; 

The flaſhing ſteel's terrific gleam, 
Reflected by the ſolar beam; 

And flight ſucceeding cloſe to fear, 

And wild confuſion ev'ry where; | 
Whilſt thick as hops to ſtrew the ground, 
Chins, noſes, legs, and arms are found. 
Thron'd in Heav'n's empyreal height, 
The angels who preſide o'er fight, 
Majeſtic Michael and two others, 


Warriors alike and choſen brothers. 


With 
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With eyes bent earthward, of this fray 

So dread were taking a ſurvey; 

Where mortal things above he weighs, 

Michael his balance then diſplays; 

From his nice hand the ſep' rate fate 

Of France and England finds its weight; 

Oppos'd their heroes, thoſe of France 

Are wanting found, Oh! dire miſchance | 
Kicking the beam, whoſe lighter ſcale 

Leaves Talbot's deſtiny prevail : 

A judgment this as it turn'd out, 

And richly mockell 15 doubt. 
Richmond, ſtraight writhing with the ſmart 
Made by ſome heav'n- directed dart, 

Feels from his hip a length of wound, 
Een to the buttock's fartheſt bound; 
The old Staintrailles above the knee 
Wounded you agonizing ſee; 

La Hire the beauteous, fate ſevere | 

Was wounded, bait to mention where 


2 


I dread 
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I dread, but 'twas in ſuch a part, 
That for his miſtreſs bleeds my heart; 
Trimouille till dooms-day would have ſtuck 
Faſt in a bog, unleſs by luck 
An arm had broken been to ſave 
The hero from this ſhameful grave; 
80 that each hobbling warrior needs 
The hoſpital of Invalids. 
Thus were they puniſh'd for the crime 
Of mocking Denis on a time; 
Heav'n when it wills, to ſuit its plan, 
Juſtice or mercy deals to man "hs 
Take QueſnePs ſentiments about it, 
And vouch'd fo ſtrongly, who can doubt it. 
The baſtard now *twas pleas'd to free 
From ſharing in the penalty 
Denounc'd ſo heavily to fall 


Upon his ſcape-grace comrades all, 
Who off the field, on litters laid, 


Meanly provided were convey'd, 
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Roaring out curſes on the pate ; 

Of as, and on their own fad fate; 
Dunois, without/aſerwrch'that' farts; 
Like lightning on the Engliſh darts, 
Breaks through their ranks and lets in day, 
By lanes of death through their array, 
And gains the ſpot where rag d the fight, 
And Joan put all to death, or flight. 

As when to terrify the ſwains, 

And waſte the produce of the plains, 
Two torrents down the mountain's ſide, 
Precipitate their mingled tide ; 

So Joan and Dunois ruſh to fight, 
Conſolidated in their might; 

Such fury did the heroes ſhew, 

And chac'd ſo eagerly the foe, 

That diſtancing their party, they 

Long wander'd till they loſt their way, 
And found themſelves | benighted, where 
No ſound of friend or foe they hear. 


I % They 
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They halt, and France for ever! cry, 
But Echo only made reply. 


There in a wood by the moon's light, 


Whilſt ſolemn filence huſh'd the night; 
They go, come, turn, but to regain 
Their road alas | they try in vain, 

Till, tir'd of ſearching, in deſpair 

They totally give up th' affair, 

Till like their horſes long unfed, 

With toil and hunger almoſt dead, 


They curs'd their fortune, which ſupplied! 


The victor's palm, but beds denied. 
Thus with her fails and rudder loſt, 

A ſhip by winds and waves is toſt. 

A certain dog then paſs d beſide em, 
And ſeem'd expreſsly ſent to guide em; 
With friendly yelp his tail he ſhakes, 
And ev'ry ſign of welcome makes, 
Before them runs with noſe 1'th* wind, 


And looks a hundred times behind, 
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And in his language ſeems to ſay, 

« This, this my maſters is the way 3 
Then follow and your ſteps I'll bring. 
«& To lodgings worthy of a king.“ 
Our heroes could not fail to gueſs 
What all thoſe ſigns meant to expreſs ; 
By hope inſpir'd, ſo on they jog, 
Truſting the convoy of the dog, 

And as they went for France they pray d, 
And handſome compliments till paid 
Each other, ever and anon 

Their wonderful exploits upon; 
Spite of himſelf ſtill Dunois ſly 

Caſt on the virgin a ſheep's eye ; 
But well aware what near relation 

The deſtiny of the whole nation 

To that her hidden trinket bore ; 
That, pluck'd this roſe a day before 
The year its perfect courſe had run, 
France would for ever be undone; 


He 
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He nobly ſtifled as they roſe 
Each baſe deſire, that might oppoſe 
The end of Denis's great plan, 
And in the patriot quench'd the man; 
When, from the badneſs of the road, 
Her afs of {tumbling ſymptoms ſhew'd, 
With his right arm in time diſplay d, 
Officious Dunois held the maid ; 
Whilſt with her left behind her caſt, 
Joan, ſweetly blinking, held him faſt, 
So that their mouths would often meet 
Thus riding in encounter ſweet, 
In nearer converſe to transfuſe 
Their patriot ſouls, and nothing loſe. 
At dawn a beauteous palace, rear'd 
With ſnow white marble walls, appear d; 
A length of Dorick colonnade, 
Top'd with a porcelain baluſtrade, 
The grand balcony's weight ſuſtain'd, 
Tranſparent Jaſper richly vein'd, 

A a Our 
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Our pilgrims dazzled in amaze, 

Thought Heav'n was op'ning on their gaze. 
At the dog's bark the ſudden ſound 

Of twenty trumpets echoes round, 

And forty footmen they behold, 
Bedizen'd out in cloth of gold, 
Prompt with officious zeal to fly 

At the leaſt motion of the eye. I 
Politely two young uſhers bend, 
Their introduction to attend . 

Damſels then wait to lead the way, 
And to rich baths the gueſts convey, 
Where waſh'd and wip'd, and cleanly ſhirted, 
They look'd as if they'd ne'er been dirted, 
And having at the eating work 

Play'd a moſt glorious knife and fork, 

On broider'd beds they all the day 
Stretch'd, and like heroes ſnor'd away. 

Of this imperial Inn the hoſt 


No common origin could boaſt ; 


For 
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For to thoſe Genii, whoſe abode 

Is in the ſkies, his birth he ow'd, 

Who with our mortal oft” to blend 

Their high immortal condeſcend ; 

By ſuch incarnate, of a Nun 

The Lord Conculix was the ſon, 

A necromancer fam'd was he, 

And worthy of his pedigree. 

When he had reach'd his fourteenth year, 
His fire deſcending from his ſphere, 
Viſits his ſon, and ſays © My lad, 

« I gave thee life, behold-thy dad 
Who comes to know his child's requeſt, 
« Tis but to wiſh, and to be bleſt ;” 
With each voluptuous notion born 
Which might his noble line adorn, 
Conculix thus, with joy on fire, 
Beſpeaks th' indulgence of his fire. 

<« I feel myſelf of race divine, 


% For all deſires in me combine, 


6 Then 
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Then be each pleaſure at my call, 

« And ealerits to enjoy them all; 

« I would like man and woman love, 
| « Alternately their paſſions prove, 

4 By night a woman's, and by day 

«« Furniſh'd the part of man to play.” 
The Demon then, © what thou haſt wanted 
« Is thine, thy deſtiny is granted.” 
And from that hour the ribald creature 
Feels properties of double nature. 
Thus Plato, wiſeſt of the wiſe, 

Th enlighten'd fav'rite of the ſkies, 
Held that the founders of our line, 
Kneaded of clay by hands divine, 

Were in themſelves all perfect fram' d, 
And fo Androgynous were nam'd, 

As, from the ſex commix'd, poſſeſſing 
Capacity of ev'ry bleſſing. 


But of an animal thus plann'd 


Conculix had the upper hand; 
+ 


To 
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To ſelf our pleaſures to confine 

Is not the lot the moſt divine, 

To ſhare our happineſs the pow'r 

Of heav'nly origin has more ; 

But tis ſupremely to be bleſt 

To be of both in one poſſeſt; 

Enabled with as little labour 

To pleaſe one's ſelf, as pleaſe one's neighbour. 
His courtiers, as the ſex prevail'd, 

A god of love or goddeſs hail'd, 

And from all quarters to his bed 
Youths and ſpruce dowagers were led; 
But to enhance his favour'd lot, 
Conculix fairly had forgot 

The moſt eſſential thing to crave, 

The firſt of boons which man can have ; 


The pow'r of pleaſing, which alone 
Is ev'ry gift ſumm'd up in one; 
For to this letcherous monſter Heav'n 


The uglineſs of hell had giv'n ; fo 
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No loves lay ambuſh'd in his eyes, 
To wound and conquer by ſurprize, 
In vain he laviſh'd vaſt expence, 
And try'd each art to bribe the ſenſe, 
Call'd dance and muſic to his aid, 
And ev'ry luxury diſplay'd ; 

The lyre he touch'd alike in vain, 
No charm accompany'd the ſtrain ; 
For when a gentleman, by day 

He on ſome fair one's boſom lay, 
Or when by night a lady, ſhe 
Submitted to ſome debauchee ; 

Ev'n in the bud his joys were blighted, 
His flame unfelt and unrequited ; | 
For all return'd his fond embrace 
With hate, repulſes, and diſgrace, 

A melancholy proof to ſhew 

That grandeur is 1 bliſs below. 

And ſhall the meaneſt chambermaid 
Enfold her fond gallant? he ſaid, 


Each 
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Each dandy- prate cockaded boy 
A dutcheſs at the leaſt enjoy ? 
The monk, his order not preventing, 
Find in her cell the nun conſenting ? 
With ev'ry rare endowment bleſt, 
Of genius, wealth, and pow'r poſſeſt, 
Shall, in this ſublunary round, 
The verieſt wretch alive be found, 
To me alone that bliſs denied, 
Enjoy'd by all the world beſide ? 
By the four elements he then 
Swore, that on all his fav'rite men, 
And maids, who ſhould indiff rent prove 
To his warm overtures of love, 
His ſwing of vengeance he would take, 
And horrible examples make. 
No monarch e' er before or fince 
Receiv'd his gueſts more like a prince : 
Never did Saba's ſwarthy queen, 


Nor ſhe of Amazonian mien, 
4 Thaleſtris 
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Thaleſtris hight, to Perſia led 
Io ſhare great Alexander's bed, 


Return beneath ſo rich a load 

Of gifts, as thoſe which he beſtow'd 
On the choice objects of his flame, 
Knight errant, batchelor, or dame, 

But he unhappy, who ſhould chance, 
Reſtiff, to want due complaiſance, 
Or ſhould the leaſt reſiſtance give, 
Was ſure to be impal'd alive. 
Conculix now at cloſe of day 

Feeling the female gender's ſway, 
Four pages to the baſtard's ear 
Inſtructs her compliments to bear, 
Begging his company to eat 

A bit in private, tete à tete. 

What time that Joan in public ſate, 
And ſupp'd in all the forms of ſtate, 
The beauteous Dunois, breathing ſweets, 


The flatt' ring aſſignation meets, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe lov'd approach the fair one waits, 


Her board deck'd out with choiceſt cates, 


Such as of old th' Egyptian queen, 
Siſter of Ptolomy, was ſeen, 
That wanton epicure of woman, 
To offer her voluptuous Roman, 
The gallant Anthony, or Cæſar, 
From heroes ſunk to ſots to pleaſe her 
Such with a monk the coſtly fare 
My fortune it has been to ſhare, 
From his groſs brotherhood when he 
Clervaux' ſhorn king was call'd to be; 
Or ſuch as poets feign'd that Jove, 
In the immortal bow'rs above, 
Was wont luxurious to provide, 
When ſtealing from his conſort's fide, 

With Semele, Europa, Iſis, 
01 Danae, on what moſt nice is, 
He was inclin'd beneath the roſe 

To ſup, and fuddle his old noſe. 
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The feaſt is elegant diſplay 
- Euphroſyne and Siſters lay, 
Titled on high the Graces, dames 
Known to our pedants but by names; 
Celeſtial cup-bearers, by turns | 
. the nectard urns; 5 
Hebe, and the ſoft Trojan boy, 
To be the thund'rers ſecret joy, 
And fill his arms, to Ida's brow © 
Snatch'd by his eagle from below ; 


Our gallants in like manner then 


Supp'd, twixt the hours of nine and ten. 


My lady, prodigal of dreſs 

Had been, ſolicitous to bleſs ; 

A load of ſparkling diamonds ſhone 
About her head and weigh' d it down ; 
Rubies and rows of pearl were wound 
Her yellow neck and arms around, 
Which thus contraſted made her more 
Loathſome and ugly than before ; 


She, 
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She, with her paſſion all on fire, 
Preſſes the baſtard to retire, 
At which, ſo much was he put to't, 
He ſhook for once from head to foot. 
Dunois, of knights eſteem'd to be 


The very pink of courteſy, 

Could do no leſs than be polite, 

His civil hoſteſs to requite ; | 

«© Now if,” ſaid he, © my complaiſance 
(Viewing her uglineſs aſkance,) 

« Could ſtretch up to her wiſh to treat her, 
% How much the honour would be greater, 
“ An honour he was not to boaſt, 

“ Reck ning alas] without his hoſt ; 
“But his diſaſter might befall, 

© The doughtieſt hero of us all, 

“% For where's the courage will not flinch 
“Sometimes, and fail us at a pinch ?” 
Conculix mark'd his rueful face, 


And felt compaſſion for his caſe; 
14 | For 
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For ſhe was flatter d not a little 

By his great efforts, ev'ry tittle 

Of which was brought into account, | 
Tho' not a cypher in amount, 
And for the firſt time, was agreed 

The will to conſtrue for the deed. 

e Tomorrow a freſh chance T'll lend you“, 
Says ſhe, © and better luck attend you; | 
ce Then whilſt you this indulgence ſhare, 
« To ſerve me better, fir, prepare.” 
Now had the harbinger of light 

Uſher'd the day to mortal fight, 
When in his turn, Conculix gan 

To feel th aſcendant of the man, 

With a new paſſion ſtrait he glows, 
And to the virgin's bed he goes, 

Her curtain draws, and rudely free, ' 
Without the leaft apology 

The wild unbridled hand öf luſt 

Into her boſom dares to thruſt, 
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And, with indelicate ſalute . 5 | 
Preſſing her lips, the horrid brute 
Prepares all furious to invade 
The heav'nly virtue of the maid ; 
Whilſt agitated by the ſtorm, 
Deformity grows more deform. 
But the bold heroine, endued 
With Chriſtian rage and fortitude, 
A furious blow from her clench'd fiſt 
Stunning the monſters. face diſmiſt. 
Thus in my paſtures, high in blood, 
As full of metal as of blood, 
I've ſow a mare, of all my breed 
The flow'r, for colour as for ſpeed, 
With kick diſdainfully reprove, 
An aſs's mean preſumptuous love, 
Who to her tail enamour'd ſticks, 
His ears in fancy'd rapture pricks, 
And, with a vulgar ardor preſſes 
His rude importunate addreſſes. 
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I ween the Amazon in this, 
Tho! ſelf defence, behav'd amiſs. 

Still happy to take virtue's part, 

I have her intereſt; much at heart, | 
Yet hoſpitality in me- | 

A ready advocate ſhall, ſee; 
Her rights ſhould always, be protected, 
And hoſts at leaft ſhould eee 
But when a prince, a genius too, 

A mortal condeſcends to waa, - 
And panting for her lip appears, 

Ill manners *twere to box his cars. 
Ugly as was Conculix mien, 

A fair ſo bold he ne'er had ſeen; 


Who with ſuch inſolence could treat him, 


And in his very palace beat him. 
His cries the neighbourhood alarms, 
And all his court is up in arms; 


Guards, pages, lacquies, fiends attends 


His orders, and ſubmiſſive bend, 
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And now a whiſper to his ears 
Some forward buſy body bears 
Inſidious, that the haughty maid 
For Denis more reſpect betray d. 
Oh | ſlander, ſerpent ever found 


In courts to ſpread thy venom' round, 


Engend'ring where it falls ſupplies 
Of dark reports and helliſh lies; 
Nor with Conculix leſs prevails 
Thy blaſting hiſs than at Verſailles, 
Our tyrant doubly ontrag d flies 
To his revenge, and furious cries, 
« ] here pronounce the ſtern decree, 
ce Impal'd let the offenders be.” 

His myrmidons without delay 
Prepare his orders to obey, 

And hurry to a fatal doom 

Their country's glory in their bloom 
The baſtard frſt, in beauty's pride, 
To feel the pointed pale is tied ; 
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Then Joan the impious ruffians take, 
And drag her to the fatal ſtake: 
There, for her charms and ill chard blow, 
A horrid death to undergo ; 525 
Elen of her ſhift, moſt ſhameful! ſtripp'd, 
And by the cruel beadle whipp'd ; 
The fair Virago is ſubmitted 
To the impalers to be ſpitted. 
Dunois, with nothing to attend 
In this world but his latter end, 


All reſignation to his fate, 


In this his day, ere 'twas too late, 
To heav'n devoutly looking, ſtrove 

By pray'r to make his peace above ; 
Vet ſuch a ſtern commanding look, 
His executioners which ſhook, 
He ever and anon would caſt, 
Which ſpoke the hero to the laſt : 
But, ſoon as Dunols turn'd to ſee 


Th' avenger of the Fleurs de lys 
| 4 Ready 
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Ready like him to be impal'd, 
He fortune's fickleneſs bewail'd ; 
Then of her charms a ſurvey taking, 
And preparations which were making, 
With tears his manly cheeks were ſtain' d, 
Which but for her had dry remain'd. 
As feeling and as firm the maid, 
Of death, of fortune not afraid, 
The baſtard languiſhly ey d; 
For whom alone ſhe felt and figh'd ; 
Their youth, their beauty, thus undreſt, 
Rous'd all that lurk'd within the breaſt 
Of paſſion, which, till then conceal'd, 
This fad extremity reveal'd. 
And yet the ſtrange hermaphrodite, 
His jealouſy increas'd by ſpite, 
Gave to his men the harſh command, 
To ſpit the traitors out of hand. 
Juſt then was heard a voice, like thunder 
Rending the elements aſunder, 
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To cry, © Forbear, ſuſpend their lot, 
« I charge you ſtop, impale them not. 
The executioners, to hear 

The prohibition, ſtart with fear, 
And ſending out th' enquiring eye, 
Beneath the archway they eſpy yy 
A well-fed prieſt,” Franciſcan dreſt, 
In Griſbourdon's known form confeſt. 
As in the foreſt when a hound 
Has, with ſagacious noſtril, found 
Some ſtag's freſh odour, and inhales 
The ſtrong effluvia from the gales, 
The game unſeen he ſwift purſues, | 


Led only by the tainted dews, 


O'er hedge and ditch his courſe he takes, 
Skims o'er the heath and thrids the brakes, 


To one devoted ſlot confin'd, 
Leaving th' unnotic d herd behind: 
Thus, on the muleteer's broad back, 
St. Francis ſon purſues the track 
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Of Joan untir'd, without a ſtop, | 

Nor wiſhes once the chace to drop. 

The monk. then to Conculix cried, 

e By Satan and the Stygian tide, 

« That Incubus from whence thou'rt ſprung, 

* And by the Pſalms thy mother ſung, 

&« I thee adjure the maid to give 

«© Back to my vows, and let her live; 

“ Liſten, nor bar th* unpitying ear, 

« For both the ranſom, lo! I bear: 

& And if fo great is their offence, 

« That with their doom thou can't diſpene, 

«© Be all their treaſon on my head, 

&« And let me ſuffer in their ſtead ; 

« My fame no panegyrick needs, 

© Who has not heard of my great deeds ? 

& This mule, illuſtrious creature, ſee, 

« So worthy to be croſt by me, 

ce Let thy acceptance make him thine, 

« For thee was form'd the gift divine; 
« And 
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« And then with grateful rapture tell, 

«© No mule and monk were match'd ſo well. 

ce But firſt thy troops profane diſcharge, 

*«* And let the pris' ners be at large.“ | 

Joan theſe propoſals heard with dread, 

And trembled for her maidenhead ; 

Her thoughts of love and glory were 

To her than life itſelf more dear: 

Grace too, of heav'nly gifts the beſt, 

Warr'd ev'n with Dunois in her breaſt, 

She wept, and her imploring eyes 

With fervor lifted to the flies, 

Whilſt of her nakedneſs to think, 

Shame cover'd o er her face with pink 
Then would ſhe cloſe her ſorr wing lic. 
And fondly hop'd that all was hid. 

Cry'd virtuous Dunois, deſp rate grown, 

ce What ſhall the beauties of my ann 
ce This cloyſter'd gallows bird enjoy, 
And all my country's hopes deftroy. 


Whilſt 


* 
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« Alas! this impious conj'ror's ſkill 
e Makes all things truckle to his will, 
e Whilſt J, till now, within my breaſt 
cc My flame diſcreetly have ſuppreſt.” 
The Cordelier's ſtrong eloquence 
So won upon the monſter's ſenſe, 
That to the terms thus rarely pleaded 
Conculix eagerly acceded; | 
« This night,” ſays he, „J claim my due, 
« My call then wait your mule and you: 
« The criminals, on which condition, 
<« Surrender'd are to your petition.” 
The monk with Jacob's ſtaff was bleſt, 
The ſeal of Solomon poſſeſt; 
Poſſeſt the wand of magick pow'r 
Which Pharaoh's forc'rers us d of yore, 
The broom. which SauF's old toothleſs hag 
Riding to Endor made her nag; 
Where, to that filly prince's eyes, 
She caus d the royal dead to riſe: 

F f To 
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To him, with ſuch rare treaſures ſtock d, 


Magick's arcana were unlock CC. 

A circle made, ſome duſt he took, 
Which on the beaſt behind he ſhook, 
Then, in the dialect of hell, 

He mutter'd Zoroaſter's ſpell. 212 nog 
When ſtrange to ſee j myſterious powr's! 
Our mule, no longer on all fours, 
To ſtand on two erect is found, 

His oblong. head transform d to round; 
His coarſe black mane ſoft hair appears, 
Contracted is 125 length of ears: 
Thus was that king of elder times 
By Heav'n, for his enormous crimes, 
Condemn'd ſeꝰn tedious years to paſs, 
And like an ox to feed on graſss, 
And then permitted to recover 

His priſtine form, his penance over, 
When he, as true as tis amazing, 
Was no ways mended by his grazing. 
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From the pure ſaphire of the ſky, ///, 


Good Denis with a parent's exe 

Beheld Joan's woeful caſe, and down 

To her aſſiſtance would have flfo wn, 
But that the ſaint himſelf, ev'n he, 

Was from embarraſſment not free, 

Who by his late exploit was near 

Taking the wrong ſow by the ear: 
For George, of Engliſhmen the ſaint, 

Of maſter Denis made complaint, 

That without notice, or command, 
Againſt the Britons underhand 

He war had ſtir d, and ſeem'd to ſhew 
Himſelf implacably their foe. 

The ſaints, with ev'ry thing to nettle 

Their tempers, and call forth their mettle, 
Soon to high words all furious came, 
Ready to blow into a flame. 

Somewhat in ſaints of Engliſh ground 

Still harſh and inſular is found. 


a And 
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And now high time it is, and fit, 
That I ſhould think of drawing bit, 
My ſtrength and ſpirits to renew, 

So long a journey to purſue ; 

Nor run myſelf thus out of wind, 
Having to travel much behind, 
Which I muſt lead my readers through, 
Th' event of this affair to ſhew,— 
What Joan atchiev'd, and what befell, 
On Earth, in Heaven, and in Hell. 


END OF THE FOURTH CANTO. 
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For his attempt to raviſn Joan, 
The Monk is into Limbo thrown, 
Who, at the preſſing ſuit of hell, 
His ſtory is induc'd to tell. 


- 


M friends, good Chriſtians be, for man. 
> To follow 'tis the only plan; 
To which, my honeſt word take for't, 


Sooner or later, all reſort. - 

With the deprav'd, of precious time 

Neglectful, I conſum'd my prime. | | 
Gg A dif- 
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To their vile appetites a prey: 

At dance, or maſque, or play for ever, 
But in a place of worſhip never ; . 
At taverns ſtill engag'd to ſup, 

With wine and whores to keep it up ; 
And of God's miniſters, oh ſhame ! | 
Delighted always to make game. 

What follows?—death, grim death is "FM 
With his flat noſe and faulchion keen, 
To pay, moſt unexpected gueſt | 

A viſit to . theſe. ſons of jeſt: 

Uiher of fate, of ſtygian race, 

Fever, with wild diſorder d pace, 

All ardent, is diſpatch'd before, 

T' announce the ſtrange at the door. 

The Fiend is felt in ev'ry vein, « | 

And bears his meſſage to the brain; 
Whilſt to remind them of their fate 


'The nurſe and notary, await, 
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With 
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With, “Sir, be quick, your end is near, 

* And you a dead man are, I fear; 

e Where would you wiſh to be interr'd ? 

ce If there ſhould be a ſpot preferr d. 

Then, with the rattle in the throat, 

Their dying moments they devote, 

To penitence, as late as faint, | 

Whilſt each invokes his fay'rite ſaint ; 

Saint Roch, Saint Mitouche, and Saint Martin, 

His feeble efforts to take part in : 

In vain they ſing, and Latin braw! ; 

In vain alas | to ſprinkling fall : 

Their pſalmody, their Latin fails, 

And holy water nought avails. | | 
At the bed's foot, upon the watch, . 
The devil ſquats, the ſoul to catch | 
With out-ſtretch'd claws, as from the clay 

Eſcap'd the captive wings its way, 

And bears it to the depth of hell ; 

Where, fit abode, ſuch ſpirits dwell. 


2 Now 
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Now gentle reader, let me ſay, 

How Hell's grim monarch on a day 

Was pleas'd, throughout his dark domain, 
His vaſſals all to entertain, 

And, toil remitting, bade them know 
A glorious holiday below : 

A day on which they had to boaſt 
Vaſt reinforcement: of their hoſt. 

A certain pope, amongſt the reſt,, 

In robe pontifical 'confeſt ;, - 

A cardinal, and northern king, 

And fourteen canons in a ſtring ;. 

Three rich intendants ſwell the corps,.. 
Two counſellors, and monks a ſcore, 
Freſh hurl'd from realgns above who came,, 
Fit food for the. cternal flame. 

To welcome whom the devils fll'd, 

And bumper after bumper ſwill d. | 
The black horn'd monarch ſat all glee, | 


His peers around him, this to ſee ; 
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Infernal nectar then they quaff d, 
Sung jolly ſongs, and jok'd and laugh'd, 
Till, at the door, a cry they hear 
Of, Sir, your ſervant, are you there ?” 
© Great emiſſary! is it you, 
«© Our truſty Griſbourdon, we view? 
« Walk in, no ceremony pray, 
« To warm yourſelf, and don't fay nay.” 
Then hugg'd, and kiſ'd, and ſo carefs'd, 
By ev'ry Aatt'ring name addreſt, 
Of father, honeſt Griſbourdon, 
Hell's own apoſtle, Satan's ſon |! 
He in a twinkling was convey'd 
To where the gala was diſplay'd. 
Him Satan riſing hails, „Hell-born 
« And bred, thy function to adorn |! 
“Cut off, untimely in thy bloom, 
So ſoon I wiſh'd not for thy doom; 
« For, to promote my darling plan 
On earth, thou wert my right-hand man; 
H h &« For 
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« For who contributed ſo well 

e As thee to ſtock our realms of hell? 
ce France, copious ſeminary | ſee 

& Is now my own, and all by thee z 

« At ſight of thee my hope is gone; 
e But yet the will of fate be done: 

« Then welcome to partake our treat, 
e And on my right aſſume thy ſeat.” 
The monk a ſacred horror feels, 

To kiſs his maſter's feet, and kneels ; 
Then o'er th' extent of burning vaſt 
His melancholy eye is caſt, 

Of fire unquenchable the reign, 
Where fin, and death, and tort'ring pain, 
The natives of this horrid-deep, 

Their everlaſting vigils keep; 
Throne for the unclean ſpirit fit, 
Unfathom'd, world-ingulphing pit | 
The ſepulchre of antient lore, 


- Wit, beauty, love, and grace, and pow'r, 10 2 


Immortal | 
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Immortal, numberleſs ſupplies 
Of creatures faſhion*d for the ſkies, 
But who their heritage of light 
Had forfeited for endleſs night. 
Know, in this fiery lake of Styx, 
The beſt of Kings with tyrants mix; 
Aurelius, Antonine, has place 
With Trajan in this woeful place; 
There the delight of human kind, 
Titus the amiable, we find ; 
There the two Catos, vice's ſcourge, 
Are toſſing on the fiery ſurge ; 
Of continence that pattern too 
Scipio, the great ſelf-conq'ror, who 
Shines foremoſt in the liſts of fame, 
Who, more than Carthage, love o'ercame ; 
There philoſophic Plato's fry'd, 
And godlike Homer by his fide ; 
And Tully, from whoſe mouth diſtill'd 
The ſweeteſt eloquence, is grill'd ; 


399 


There 


124 Tuk Maid or OkLEANs. 


There Socrates, on whoſe bleſt head 
Her laviſh treaſures Wiſdom ſhed, | 
Who ſure in heathen Greece might claim 
The title to a Martyr's name; 
The upright Ariſtides there, 
And Solon, virtue's boaſt, appear; 
All to damnation ſent a packing, | 

For their confeſſors paſſports lacking. 
But what amaz'd the Friar moſt | 
Was, as he travers'd all the hoſt, 
In this great cauldron to behold 
Your quondam Saints and | Kings of old, 
Whoſe names had grac'd th' hiſtorian's page, 
And deck'd the legendary age : 
My reader well ſurpriz d may be 
Clovis amongſt the firſt to ſee, 
And wonder how ſo great a king, 
Who led his people in a ſtring 


To heav'n, ſhould miſs of that falvation 
Which he had furniſh'd for his nation. 


2 
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To burn with heathens who'd have thought 
That chriſtian Clovis had been brought? 
But take this with, theg, reader, ſtill, 
That, waſh the body as we will, vlit;tolo! 
No holy lotion will ſuffice | |; 1 oo 
To purge che ſtains of 1 wars lie bu 
Now bloody Cloyis had a mind. bitt 3d 
Sully d with crimes, of ev ry 3 e 
Nor could St. Remy s faered bol 
Cleanſe the foul. gangrene of his ſoul. 


Amongſt the great ones ſeen around, 
All buried in this night profound, 
What eee N 
On Conſtantine to caſt his exe E Bla \ 
Oh Fate! Oh: rigorous:decree . Re 
e Can I believe my ſight, ſays he? ' 
« What, he who to the church gave birtk, 
« And * falſe n earth? 
ML t ah n Ar Is T 
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Is he deſcended here to dwell 

With thoſe he put to rout in hell? 

The Emp'ror then fad filence broke, 
And dolefully the Monk beſpoke : 

« Tis true that idols I oerturn'd, | 

« And all their n en e 
Bidding the ſmoking ruins riſe 

« In laviſh incenſe to the Kies 5 F | 
ce But all the ſeeming zeal I knew © 
« Had nothing but myſelf in view, 


“ God's altar rev'rencing alone 

« But as the footſtool to my throne. 

“ Pride, pleaſure, rage without controul, 
Were the ſole gods that:claim'd my foul + : 
<«. VeiFd in hypocriſy, to thoſe | 

« I facrific'd and. paid my vows: 

«. With Chriſtians leagu'd but as their name 
* Sery'd me to play a ſurer game, 

% I wanton'd with their lives and IR 4011 

* My rank, my fortune to uphold: 


& Whilſt, 
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« Whilſt, to preſerve what thus I gain'd, 
ee My hand with parricide I ſtain'd, 


« And plung'd in pleaſures and in blood 


« still deeper, in a frantick mood, 

ce By furious paſſion led away, 

4 To ſecret jealouſy a prey, 

« Weak and unnatural, of life” 

« I then deprivd my ſon and N 75 
Nor wonder, Griſbourdon, to ſee 

« That Conſtantine i is damn d like thee.” 


The more 1 this 3 of fires 
The more the wond'ri ring Monk admires : 
Great preachers ev'ry where he ſees, 
Rich prelates, and of all degrees, 

Of caſuiſts, doctors, a vaſt train, * 
Italian nuns, and monks of Spain; IF 
To catch his eye aſſembled there 

The confeſſors of monarchs were, 


93 * 
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And 
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And thoſe; who all our beauties ſhriv'd, 


Who had their heav'n whilſt they liv' "if 
A prieſt, with frock half black, half white, 
In corner ſullen ſtruck his fight; 


Hair, in a bowl-diſh cut, he wears, 


Quite cloſe and rounded to bis cars: ED i 
This creature pied, the Cordelier. 


Regarding with malicious ſneer, 
: Says to himſelf, | 6 Von thing 1. f ſee , 
e Sure a Dominican, n muſt . be; 0 


* 5 
* 
* 


Which tempts him pry waa 2 aer eg 


<« You, Mr. Pyebald, what s your name?” 


&« Alas l“ returns the Hournfull ſhade, | 
„ Tis Doin; 4 Hint 5) wane,” ©" 


187 


At mention of à name ſo gre t. 


You might have ſeen the Monk retreat, 
And croſs himſelf; nor could he credit 
The thing, although the ſaint had faid it. 
«© What! ſentenc'd to the depth of hell, 
« And to inhabit this dark cell, 


« Can 
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« Can, like a Heretic, ſays he, 
«A Saint, Apoſtle, Doctor, be? 
& You, of the faith a zealous teacher, 
« A man of God ] a goſpel preacher | 
cc You found in this infernal place? 
<« Sure there is ſome defect in grace. 
cc Poor mortals! what is your miſtake, | 
«© When litanies to ſaints you make l' 
Our Spaniard clad in habit pied, 
Then thus with doleful voice replied : 
te Of mortal vanities no more 
& Think we, the world for us is o'er. 
e Of human errors why this fuſs ? 
« Of import what are they to us? 
« Here to be torturd is our lot, 
« And canoniz'd where we are not 3 
<« The faint moſt popular on earth, 
„In hell has often a hot birth; 


K k 
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e Whilſt he for ever lives in heav'n 

& To Satan whom the world had giv'n. 
ce In the black catalogue behold 

r Tuſtly my bloody name enroll'd | 

« For that a perfecutor I 

« The Albigenſes caus'd to die, 

“ With rage unworthy my employ; 

& Which ſurely was not to deſtroy : 

„ So now I ſuffer in my turn, 

« Deſtin'd, for having burnt, to burn.” 
If, reader, with an iron tongue, 

Of ſpeech untir'd, my mouth was hung, 
It would exhauſt it's pow'rs to tell 

The number of the ſaints in hell, 
When the roaft cohort. of the damn'd 
Their gueſt with compliments had cram d. 
And had to great St, Francis ſon 
Of their ſad realm the honours done, 
By curioſity inflam'd, 


All in one common voice exclaim'd, 
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= Dear Griſbourdon, relate, relate, 

« The cauſe of thy uritimely fate; 

« Say to what accident we we 

« That thy ſtern ſoul is here below ?” 
“ Then firs,” ſays he, without delay, 
e At your entreaty I obey, 
« My ſtrange: adventure to declare: 

* But ſhould. it chance to make you ſtare, 
{© Charge not impoſture on my head; 

« We give O er lying, when we're dead: 
&«& Of your Apoſtle twas my boaſt 

& On earth, you know, to fill the poſt; 
& Where, zealous to enhance my own, 

« That of the frock, and your renown,. 
% A gallant feat I brought about, 

Such as, his convent's pale without, 

© No monk before me, I believe, 
% Had ever fpirit to atchieve. ' 
That animal without his peer, 


« IIluſtrious wight k my muleteer, 
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< Of rare endowments l worthy he 
To be a rival een to me! 

« He, in his duty ever warm, 

* Pleafing Conculix to à charm, 

* Had the delightful confolation 

&« Far to ſurpaſs her expectation: 

4 I too had, (not for me to brag) 

« Laviſh'd my ardor on the hag ; 

% Who, raviſſi'd with the well-urg'd deed, 

Gave Joan up to us as agreed : 

And now the rebel maid I preſt 

« Averſe and ſtruggling to my breaſt ; 

«& Who, maugre all her ftrong oppoſing, 

« Her maidenhead was almoſt loſing, 

The Muleteer abetted me, 

Conculix ſneering by to ſee. 


But will you give me credit pray _ 
ce For what I'm now. about to ſay? 
The ſky abroad was ſeen to rend, 
« And, fatal wonder | to deſcend 


3 From 
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& From Heav'n, where neither you nor I 
&« Shall ever go, good reaſon why, 

« Was ſeen the animal who bears 

A length remarkable of ears, 
« He who of old to Balaam ſpoke 
c To reprehend the prophet's ſtroke ; 

«© A dreadful aſs! of velvet rich 
« His ſaddle was, on bow of which 
« A two-edg'd ſabre, keen and bright, 

& Caſt a tremendous gleam of light; 
te A wing from either ſhoulder grew, 
< Swifter than winds with which he flew. 
« Then cried aloud the ſtruggling laſs, 

© Thanks be to Heav'n, for here's my aſs.” 
« Which exclamation ſtrange to hear 
% My very blood ran cold with fear. 
« His ſupplant knees the creature bends, 
« Erects his tail, and neck extends, 
« As if to Dunois he would fay, 

« Mount, mount me, noble hero, pray. 

LI © The 
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„»The ber nn and to the ſkies 
Above our heads the creature flies: 
* Dunois with ſword diſplay'd I ſee, 


* Hov'ing to make a ſtoop at me. 


(e 


Thus, mighty ſov'reign, as tis ſaid, 
&© When indiſcreetly thou wert led 

* Apainſt th' eternal thund'rer's might 
& Jo raiſe rebellious war, and fight, 
« Saint Michael darted from the ſky, 


Avenger dread of the Moſt High. 


In this extreme, my life to fave, 
* To magick art recourſe I have. 
* From the ſtrong Cordelier I took 
* The thick black eye-brow and ſtern look, 
“ And in their ſtead afſum'd the mien, 
The charming freſhneſs of fifteen. 
* Looſe play'd about my boſom fair 
The ringlets of my flaxen hair, 
Hy = « Whilſt 
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* Whilſt the thin veil of gauze betray'd 

© 'The full-blown ripeneſs of the maid, 

« Practis d in ev'ry female wile, 

„Or when to ogle, or to ſmile, 

I taught the countenance and eyes 

Jo undergo the beſt diſguiſe ; 

* Yet ſuch ſimplicity diſplay, 

* As ſtill engages to betray : 

* But, through the varniſh of the whole, 

* The air voluptuous often ſtole, 

* Enough to warm the hermit cool, 

Make the philoſopher a fool, 

And melt the moſt obdurate heart; 

« What cannot beauty leagu'd with art ? 
Reſiſtleſs pow'r | for lo ! the knight 

„Was all enchanted at the ſight. 

Now ſhudd'ring at the brink of death, 

« His arm invincible beneath, 

„Which the terrifick blade but now 

Had rais'd, to give the fatal blow, 
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„And half way down was fall'n again, 


l felt already cleft in twain. 


* Dunois is mov'd and ſtops, ſuſpending 
The purpoſe of his arm deſcending. 

„ Who erſt Meduſa's head eſpy'd * 
Was in an inſtant petrified : 

* How diff rent Dunois' change, who felt 
a At ev'ry look his ſoul to melt. 
Jo ſee him thus diſpos'd to feel, 

Jo ſee his hand let fall the ſteel : 

« Jo ſee each ſofter paſſion moye 

The hero thus diffolv'd in love, 
„Who had not thought the vict'ry gain'd? 
« But ak! belind the worſt remain'd! 


* The Muleteer, who to his breaſt 
* Joan's Amazonian beauties preſt, 
<« Soon as he view'd my ſofter charms, 


Strait a new flame his boſom warms, - 
0 


+ 
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* I never dreamt, with taſte fo fine, 
That he could luſt for charms like mine 
Nor with inconſtancy ſuſpected 
* So coarſe a ſoul could be infected: 
Joan ſunk from his relax'd embrace, 
And of her beauties mine took place. 


* Scarce was at liberty the maid, 
Than ſhe beheld the ſhining blade, 


% From his leaks graſp by Dunois dropp'd, 


* When ſudden love his purpoſe ſtop'd ; 
“ Which, with her right hand ſeizing, ſhe, 
© That fatal inſtant when to me 
From the proud maid the faithleſs clow. 
e On wings of new deſire had flown, 
* Up-heav'd, and with a back-hand- blow 
The chine dividing, cut me through. 
* And ſince no news has reach d my ear 
* Of cruel Joan, or Muleteer, 
« Or what to Dunois came to paſs, 
« Or. to Conculix, or the aſs 
WY M m « Curſes 
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